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ERRATUM. 

On page v. of Preface, read;— 

" Little adding, HuntingJonpiri," ^^i-VJ 

inftead of 
" LitlU Gidding, Northamptonpire.' 

nis prety behaviour and wit ihi 
ame fo eminent and lovely in 
locent age, that he feem'd to be 
t for piety and to become the 
^ven, and of a particular A 
ard and guide him."* 
Notwithftanding his naturall) 
polltion, it is impoflible to over-i 
: influence of his mother, of whofe 

• " Life of Herbert," by buuik Welten. 




Preface. 




:ORGE HERBERT was born 
at Montgomery Caftle on the 3rd 
$c^^S| of April, 1 593, and died in 1633, 
in the fortieth year of his age, about ieven 
years after he entered the Church. It is 
certain that he had begun to write reli- 
gious poetry in 1608, in which year 
he entered Trinity College^ CambridgCy 
having previoufly fpent four years at 
Weftminjler School ^ "where the beauties 
of his prety behaviour and wit fhin'd and 
became fo eminent and lovely in this his 
innocent age, that he feem'd to be marked 
out for piety and to become the care of 
Heaven, and of a particular Angel to 
guard and guide him."* 

Notwithftanding his naturally fweet 
diipofition, it is impoflible to over-eftimate 

th& influence of his mother, of whofe 

» ^__^___^_ 

- * <« Life of Herbert/' by l%aak Waltan. 



perfonal appearance Dr. Donne (after- 
wards Dean of ^t. PauPs) wrote : 

" No fpring nor fummer beauty has fuch grace 
As I have feen in an autumnal face," 

and of whofe mental and moral qualities 
the fame writer gives us a glimpfe when 
he fays that '' all her words *' were « to 
every hearer fit." George certainly in^ 
herited her difpofition, and there can ber 
no doubt that her influence and teachiiig 
lives ftill in the book (a foolfcap oftavo) 
which was given to the world in 1633. 

A copy of the firft iflue is in the Britiil. 
Mufeum and is extremely rare. Ii was 
circulated by Mr. Ferrar among Herberts 
perfonal friends only, a later iflue in the 
fame year being offered for fale by ^'Fran- 
cis Green, fl:ationer in Cambridge.'" The 
latter edition, as it mi|ht fall into the 
hands of fl:rangers, had inferted after the 
author's name, the additional lines, *Mate 
Oratour of the Univerfitie of CambrfdgCy' 
and the bookfeller's imprint (quoted above) 
followed that of the printers. 

From the dates already given it will be 
feen that the publication of the book and 
the death of the author took plai-e in 
the fame year ; but the latter occurr \ 
before the former. There is no doubt, 
however, that had Herbert lived he w v^-\ 



ve 



publifhed fome of his poems, if not 
L> as appears from his laft meflage to his 
dear brother Ferrar'* which is quoted 
^rbatim by Izaak Walton^ and which is 
ferred to in the quotation below from 
lother lource. 

The ties which bound Herbert to 

"Nicholas Ferrar were very ftrong ; in fatft, 

they loved each other moft entirely, and 

leir very fouls cleaved together moft 

:timately, and drove a large ftock of 

hriftian intelligence together long before 

Lcir deaths ; yet faw they not each other 

. many years, I think, fcarce ever, but 

members of one univerfity, in their 

hole lives/'* Ferrar refided at Little 

iddingy in Northamptonjhire^ and Her- 

:rt at Bemertofiy in Wiltjhire, but their 

•lion of fympathies led to a defire on the 

irt of both to live nearer each other, fo 

lat their intercourfe might be more 

^queiit; '^ and Mr. Herbert feeing he 

.ould not draw Gidding nearer him, he 

.vould draw nearer to his brother N.F.\ 

and not long before his death was upon 

exchanging his living for one, merely for 

the fituation, as being nearer his dear 

brother, though in value much inferior to 

his own : but he faid that he valued Mr. 



* Barnabas Oky in "Hcrbcrt^s Remains.'' 



vi. 

Ferrar's near neighbourhood more than 
any living. . . . And as A^. F. com- 
municated his heart to him, fo he made 
him the perufer, and defired the approba- 
tion, of what he did, as in thofe three 
tranflations of Valdejfo^ LeJftuSy and Carhb. 
. . . • And when Mr, Herbert died, 
he recommended only of all his papers 
that of his divine poems, and willed it to 
be delivered into the hands of his brother 
N. F., appointing him to be the midwife 
to bring that piece into the world, if he fo 
thought good of it, elfe to burn it. The 
which when N. F. had many and many a 
time read over, and embraced and kifled 
again and again, he faid. He could not 
fufficiently admire it, as a rich jewel and 
moft worthy to be in the hands and hearts 
of all true Chriftians^ that feared God and 
loved the Church of England. It was 
licenfed at CambridgCy with fome kind of 
fcruple by fome, if I was not mifinformed, 
only for thofe verfes upon America'*^ 
The '* verfes " referred to occur on 
page 1 90, in the poem entitled '* The 
Church Militant." They are thefe: — 



it 



Religion ftands on tip-toe in our land 
ReaSe to pafTe to the American ftrand." 



• "Life of Fcrrar" by his brother Johtiy firft edited by 
J. E- B. Mayor, M.A., St. John's College, Cambr'-igc. 
London, Macmillan & Co<, 1855. ^ 






Vll. 

T^- Chancellor at firft refufed to 

lic^.r. .)ook unlefs thefe lines were 

oifiittea. ^Jr, Ferrary however, was de- 
termined that the book fliould not appear 
i^dthout them, and " after fome time and 
fome arguments for and againft this being 
nmde publick, the Vice-Chancellor faid, 
'I knew Mr. Herbert well, and know 
that he had many heavenly fpeculations, 
and was a divine poet; but I hope the 
world will not take him to be an infpired 
prophet, and therefore I licenfe the whole 
book."' * 

Our facjimile has been prepared from the 
copy in the Britifh Muieum. Delay has 
arifen from a defire to make it wholly a typo- 
graphical reprodudion rather than refort to 
an eafier method. For this purpofe many 
fpecial punches have been cut and orna- 
ments engraved. The volume is as clofe 
an imitation as poffible of the original in 
fize, in binding, and in the colour and tex- 
ture of the paper. 

It is only right to add that tKis facjimile 
was commenced upwards of three months 
before the announcement of the edition 
recently iflued. 

yune 1st, 1876. 



• "Life of Herbert," by I»aak fFalton, Ixxvii, 



% The Dedication. 



LOrd, my fir ft fruits prefent themj elves to thee^ 
Yet not mine neither: for from tbee they came,^ 
And muft return. Accept of them and me y 
And make usftriveytohofljallfing beft thy name. 
Turn their eyes hither y zvhofl?all ma\e a gain : 
Theirs y who flyall hurt them/elves orme, refrain. 





The Prin ters to the Reader. 

He dedication of this work having been 
made by the Authour to th* Divine Ma- 
jefiie onely,how fhould we now prefume 
to intereft any mortall man in the patro- 
nage of it? Much leiTe think we it meet 
to feek the recommendation of the Mufes^ for that 
which himf elf was confident to have beeninfpired by 
a diviner breath then flows from Helicon, The world 
therefore (hall receive it in that naked fimplicitie, with 
which he left it^ without any addition either of fupport 
or omament^more then is included in it felf. We leave 
it free andunforeftalled to every mans judgement^and 
to the benefit that he fhall finde by perufall. Onely for 
the clearing of fome pafTages, we have thought it not 
unfit to make the common Reader privie to fome few 
particularities of the condition and difpofition of the 
Perfon; 

Being nobly born^ and as eminently endued with 
gifts of the minde, and having by indufbie and happy 
education perfected them to that great height of excel- 
lencie,whereof his fellowfhipof Trinitie Colledge in 
Cambridge ^ and his Orator-fhip in the U&iverfitie^ 
together with that knowledge which the Kings Court 
had taken of him^ could make relation farre above or- 
dinarie. Quitting both hisdcfertsand all the opportu- 
nities that he had for worldly preferment, he betook 
himfelf to the Sanftuarie and Temple of God, choo- 
iing rather to ferve at Gods Altar, then to feek the ho- 

^ 2 nour 



nour of State*employments. As for thofe inward en- 
forcements to this courfe (for outward there was none) 
which many of thefe enfuing verfes bear witnefle of, 
they detra£l not from the freedome , but adde to the 
honour of this refolution in him. As God had enabled 
him, fo he accounted him meet not onely to be called, 
but to be compelled to thisfcrvice: Wherein his faith- 
full difcharge was fuch^as may make him juftly a com- 
panion to the primitive Saints, and a pattern or more 
for the age he lived in. 

To teflifie his independencie upon all others, and 
to quicken hisdiligence in this kinde,heufedinhis or- 
dinarie fpeech, when he made mention of the blefled 
name of our Lord and Saviour Jefus Chrift, to adde, 
My Mafter, 

Next God, he loved that which God himfelf hath 
magnified above all things, that is, his Word: fo as he 
hath been heard to make folemne proteftation, that he 
would not part with one leaf thereof for the whole 
world, if it were oftered him in exchange. 

His obedience and conformitie to the Church and 
the difcipline thereof was fingularly remarkable. 
Though he abounded in private devotions, yet went 
he every morning and evening with his familie to the 
Church ;and by his example, exhortations, and encou- 
ragements drew the greater part of his parifhioners to 
accompanie him dayly in the publick celebration oi 
Divine Service. 

As for worldly matters,his love andefteem to them 
was fo little , as no man can more ambitioufly feek, 
then he did earneflly endeavour the refignation of an 
Ecclefiaiticall dignitie, which he was pofleiTour of.But 
God permitted not the accomplifhment of this deiire, 
having ordained him his inftrument for reedifying of 
the Church belonging thereunto, that had layen rui- 
nated almoft twenty yearcs. The reparation whereof, 

having 



faavtng been uneffeaually attempted by publick col- 
IcAions , was io the end by hit own and fome few 
others private free-will ofieiings fuccesfully efieAed. 
With the remembrance whereof , at of an efpecUll 
good work, when afriend went about to comfort him 
on his death-bed, he made anfwer, // it a good work > 
if it be Sprin\lid with the bloud ef Cbrift: otherwife 
then in this,Tefpe£l he could findenothingtoglorleor 
comfort himfelfwith,neither in this,nor in any other 

And thefc are but a few of many that might be faid, 
which we have chofen to premifc as a glance to fome 
parts of the cnfuing book, and for an example to the 
Reader. We conclude allwith hia own Motto, with 
which heufed to concludeall thing) that might feem 
to tend any way to his own honour; 

Lt^i tbentbtltaftefGiitmerf'm. 








The Church-porch. 

Perirrbanterium. 

Hou, whofe fweet youth and earlyhopes in- 

hance 
IThy rate and price , and mark thee for a 
treafure; ^^ 

Hearken unto a Verfer , who may chance ^ ^. 

Ryme thee to good^ and make a bait of pleafure. ' 
-4&A verfe may finde him, who a fermoa flics, 
(^ ' And turn delight into a fj^rifir^ * pvL^^jjf^ 



Beware of luf(; it doth pollute and foul 

Whom God in Baptifme wafht with his own blood. 

' It blots thy leflbn written in thy foul; 
The4ioly lines cannot be underflood. 
How dare thofe eyes upon a Bible look, 

I ; Much lefle towards God,whofe luft is all their book? 

PMjU 

Abftain wJuJl^E^iXjBEcd. Thy bounteous Lord 
Allows thee choife of paths: take no by-wayes; 
But gladly welcome what he doth afford; 
Not grudgingythat thy lufl hath bounds and flaies. 

V Continence hath his joy: weigh both ; and fo 
If rottennefle have more,let Heaven go. 

If God had laid all common, certainly 

Man would have been th'inclofer : but iince now 

God hath impai'd us, on the contrarie 

Man breaks the fence, and every ground will plough. 

O what were man,might he himfelf mifplace ! 
2^ Sure to be crofle he would (hift feet and face. 

A Drink 



2 The Cburcb-porcb. 

. Drink not the third glafle> which thou canfl not tame 
\ '• When once it is within thee ; but before 
J: Mayft rule it,a8 thou lift; and poure the fhame^ 

I Which it would poure on thee, upon the floore. 
^. \ It is moftjuft to throw that on the ground, 
i; Vi Which would throw me there, if I keep the round 

He that is drunken, may his mother kill 
Bigge with his lifter : he hath loft the reins, / 
Is outlawd by himfelf : all kinde of ill 
Did with his liquour Aide into his veins. 
^ The dmn|card (orfets Manj tnd doth deveft 

^ i3^ All wofldly right,iave what he hath bybeaft. 



Shall I,to pleafe anothers wine-fprungminde, 
Lofe all mine own ? God hath giv'n me a meafure 
^ Short of his cannCjand bodie; muft I fin dc 
_>** A pain in that, wherein he fin des a pleafure? 

Stay at the third glaiTe: if thou lofe thy hold. 



^' 



^j Q ^ Then thou art modeft,and the wine grows bold« 



>^ 



If reafon move not Gallants , quit the room, 
(All in a fhipwrack fhift their feverall way) 
Let not a common ruine thee intombe : 
Be not a beaftjn^ourteiie ; but ftay, 
nc/ Stay at theEirdxuj^or forgo the place. 
j l^ Wine aboveainni^^doth Gods ftamp deface. 

Yet, if thou ftnne in wine or wantonnefte, 
Boaft not thereof ; nor make thy fhaine thy glorie. 
Frailtie gets pardon by fubmifsivenefle ; 
But he that boafts, fhuts that out of his ftorie. 
He makes flat warre with God,and doth defie 
f r With his poore clod of earth the fpacious sky. 



Take 




/; 



7be Cburdh-porch. 

Take not his name, who made thy mouth,in vain : 
It gets thee nothing,and hath no excufe. 
Lull and wine plead a plearure,avarice gain: 
But the cheap fwcarer through his open fluce 

Lets his foul runne for nought, as little fearing. 

Were I an Epicurey I could bate fwearing. 



When thou doft tell anothers jeft, therein 
Omit the oathes, which true wit cannot need : 
Pick out of tales the mirth, but not the iinn e. 
lepares his apple, that will cleanly teedf^ 
Play not away the vcrtue of that name, (tame. 

.'.1^ Which is thy bcft ftake , when griefs make thee 

Th<> f )if>ap^fi (iwT ics moft dearely pnr iiftit *^^ ; 
"( ecaufe to ihun them alfo is fqc bcap : 
'For we have wit to mark them^and to fpare. 
O crumble not away thy fouls fair heap. 
If thou wilt die,the gates of hell are broad: 
'^'^ Pride and full finnes have niade the way a road. 

Lie not; but let thy heart be true to God, 
Thy mouth to it, thy aftions to them both: 
Cowards tell lies, and thofe that fear the rod; 
The ftormie working foul fpits lies and froth. 
Dar^ to be true. Nothing can need a ly: 
'^ A fault,which needs it moft,grow8 two thereby. 

Flie idlenefle. which yet th#u canft not flie 

'Bydfeffing,miftreffing, and complement. 

If thofe take up thy day, the funne will crie 

Againft thee : for his light was onely lent. (thers 

God gave thy foul brave wings ; put not thofe fea- 

5 U Into a bed, to fleep out all ill weathers. 

^ A 2 Art 
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4" ' The Cburcb-porcb. 

Art thou a Magiibate ? then be fevere: 



V If fhidious; copie fair, what time hath blurr'd; 1 



S:?. 

^ 



^ Redeem truth from his j awes : if fouldier, 
^ Chafe brave employments with a naked fword 

\ Throughout the world. Fool not : for all may have, 
£<\0 If they dare try, a glorious life,or grave. 

\ O England! fulloffinne,butmoftoffloth; 
j Spit out thy flegme,and fill thy breft with glorie : 
« Thy Gentry bleats, as it thy native cloth 
Transfus'd a fheepifhnefle into thy ftorie : 
Not that they all are fo; but that the mofl 
A (^ Are gone to grafic, and in the pafhire loft. 

This lofle fprings chiefly from our educationn P' 
^ome (illLtlifi2rg^und,but let weeds choketheir^nne : 
Some mark a partridge, never their c taldes fafhion ; 
Some ihip them over, and the thing is done. 
Stnfly ^i.^ f an d make it thy gr eat defigne ; 
1 02. And if god's ini ag<> mOY^^ thee not^let ^in e. 

^Tg^g^i^gtjHiflrf « r^'fivi^^* hilt doc pfft b^c^^ 
AnmlPrifigpiip/^^ « fo both are loft thereby : 

Or els they breed them tender, make them need 
All that they leave : this is flat povertie. 

For he,that needs fivt thoufand pound to live, 
f ^. (^ Is full as poore as he,that needs but five. 

The way to make thy fonne rich,i8 to fill 
His minde with reft, before his trunk with richei: 
For wealth without contentment, climbes a hill 
To feel thofe tempeft8,which fly over ditches. 
But if thv fonne can make ten pound his meafure, 
; \fi Then all thou addeft may be cail'd his treafure. 
^ When 
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Tie Cburcb-parch. 5 

When thou doft purpofe ought, (within thy power) 
Be fure to doe it, though it be but fmall: 
Qg ^ncie knits the b opes^nd makes us flowre, 
Whcnwlnton pleafures becken us to thralL 

Who breaks his own bond, forfeith himfelf : 
f^^fYiAt nature made a fhip, he makes a ihelf. 

Doe all things like a man, not fneakingly: i ^^ i^ 

Think the king fees thee flill ; for his King does. "^ ^ 
Simpringisbut a lay-hypocrifie: — ^:i^ 

Give it a comer,and the clue undoes. 
^10 fears tod n 11^ %t hit^ffilf t^ *^*^' 
frtjn Who fears todo wcllyfn r^ flllOli l ii ti wear a mask. 

Look to thy mouth; difeafes enter there. 
Thou haft two fconfes, if thy ftomack call ; 
Canre,or difcourfe ; do not a famine fear. ^ . 
Who carves^is kind to twojwho talk8,to all. ^ '^^ '' 
~ Eoolfon meat,think it dirt,then eat a bit; ^ ^ '• 
' t^And, fay withall. Earth to earth I commit. 

Slight thofe who fay amidft their fickly healths, ^ 
Thou liv'ft by rule. What doth not fo, but man? ; 
Honfes are built by rule, and c »"^"^f>"«wea|tha^ ;^ ^' 
£ntice the trulty lunne, if that you can. 

From his Ecliptick line: becken the skie. 
1 oWho lives by rule then, keeps good companie. 

Who keeps no guard upon himfelf, is flack. 
And rots to nothing at the next great thaw. 
Man is a ihop of rules, a well trufs'd pack> 
Whofe every parcell under-writes a law. 

Liofe not thy felf , nor give thy humours way: 
. , God gave them to thee under lock and key. 



\ AC 



6 ^be Cburdh-parcb. 

By all means ufe fotnetimes to be alone. 
Salute thy felf : fee what thy foul doth wear. 
Dare to look in thy cheft ; for 'tis thine own: 
And tumble up and down what thou find'ft there. 
Who cannot reft till he good fellows finde, 
[^0 He breaks up houfe^turns out of doocca kb minde. 

Be thriftie, but not covetous : therefore give 

Thy need^thine honour,and thy friend his due. 

Never was fcraper brave man. Get to live ; 

Then live^ and ufe it : els^it is not true 
That thou haft gotten. Surely ufe alone 
Makes money not a contemptible fttme. 



/S"^ 



Never exceed thy income. Youth may make 
Ev'n with the yeare : but age, if it will hit. 
Shoots a bow fhort,and leffens ftill his ftake. 
As the day leffens, and his life with it. 

Thy children,kindred,friends upon thee call; 
|,V>? Before thy journey fairly part with all. 



Yet in thy thriving fBU mifdoubt fome evil; 

Left gaining gain on thee,and make thee dimme 

To all things els. Wealth is the conjurers devil; 

Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him, 
I Gold thou mayft fafely touch, but if it ftick 

I Ao y^ U ntolhyT^ahdsntwqundeth to the quidt. 

What skills it, if a bag of ftones or gold 

About thy neck do drown thee? raife thy head; 

Ta ke ftarres for money; ftarres not to be told | 

By any art, yet io be purchafed. 

None is fo waftefull as the fcraping dame. j 

\ ^^'Ji' She lofeth three for one Aer fouLreft^ fam e. 
i ' ^ Bj 



^be Cburcih-porcb. 7 

By no means runne in debt : take thine own meafure. 
Who cannot live on twentie pound a yea re^ 
Cannoton fourtie : he's a man of pleasure, 
A kinde of thing that's for it felf too deare. 
The curious unthrift makes his cloth too wide, 
/ ^ And fpares himfelf , bat would his taylor chide. 

Spend not on hopes.They that by pleading clothes 
Do fortunes feek, when worth and fervice fail. 
Would have their tale beleeved for their oathes. 
And are like empty veflels under fail. 

Old courtiers know this ; therefore fet out fo, 
\f^ As all the day thou mayft hold out to go ; 

In clothes, cheap handfomenefTe doth bear the bell. 
Wifedome's a trimmer thing, then (hop e're gare. 
Say not then, This with that lace will do well; 
But, This with my difcretion will be brave. 
Much curioufneiTe is a perpetuall wooing 
^ ly. Nothing with labour; folly long a doing. 

Play not for gain, but fport. Who playes for more. 
Then he can lofe with pleafure, ftakes his heart; 
Perhaps his wives too,and whom (he hath bore: 
Servants and churches alfo play their part. 

Onely a herauld^who that way doth y affe, ^' ] 

V Findcs his crackt name aj length in thechurch-glafle. j 

If yet thou love game at fo deere a rate. 
Learn this, that hath old gamefters deerely coft: 
Doft lofe? rife up:doft winne? rife in that (bte. 
Who ftrive to fit out loiing hands,are lo(l. 
Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 

1 ' sxiBlowing up houfes with their whole increafe. 

i ^ A 4 Ift 
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In converfation boldnefTe now bears fway. 
But know * that nothing can fo fooliih be. 
As empty boldneffe: therefore jirftaffigt 
To ftuffe thy minde with folid braverie; 

Then march on gallant: get fubftantiall worth. 
Q ( ';) Boldneffe guilds finely, and will fet it forth. 

Be fweet to all. Is thy complexion fowre? 
Then keep fuch companie ; make them thy allay: 
Get a fharp wife,a fervant that will lowre. 
A ftumbler flumbles leaft in rugged way. 

Command thy felf in chief. He lifes warre knows, 
\ ' v:> Whom all his paflions follow, as he goes. 

Catch not at quarrels. He that dares not fpeak 
Plainly and home, is coward of the two. 
Think not thy fame at ev'ry twitch will break : 
By great deeds (hew, that thou canil little do; 

^ o -^^^ ^^ them not : that fhall thy wifdome be ; 

.' I L- And change thy temperance into braverie.if 

If that thy fame with ev^ry toy be pos'd, 
'Tis a thinne webbe,which poyfonous fancies make: 
But the great fouldiers honour was composed 
Of thicker ftuffe,which would endure a (hake. - 
Wifdome picks friends; civilitie playes the reft, 
it^ A toy fhunn'd cleanly paffeth with the bcft. 

Laugh not too much: the wittie man laughs leaft: 
For wit is newes one ly t o jgnoranc e. 
Lelie at Uiiud AMTluiigslaugh; Icll lii'the j eft 
Thy perfon fhare,and the conceit advance. 
Make not thy fport,abufes: for the fly 
J I 7 4 That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby. 



Pick 
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Pick out of mirth, like ftones out of thy ground, 
Profanenefle, filthinefie, abuiiveneiTe. 
Thcfearcthcfcummcw ith whi ch courfc wit s abound : 
The iinc may iparejiiefe well, yet not go lcflc^^;;::==^V 
All thin gs are[ bi gg < ^with jeft: nothing that^^ain , 
Q^OBut may b e wittitf, i^ thou haft the vein. ^ -'■gaasa^ 

Wit's an unruly engine, wildly ftriking i ^ T'^^ "\ r . ^ -» 
Sometimes a friend, fometimes the engineer. ^vX\ , .^ 
Haft thou the knack? pamper it not with liking: ^ 

But if thou want it, buy it not too deere. 
Many affecting wit beyond their power. 
Have got to be a deare fool for an houre. 

A fad wife valour is the brave complexion. 
That leads the van, and fwallows up the cities. 
The £^gler is a milk-maid , whom infection. 
Or a fir\l beacon frighteth from his ditties. 
' Then he's the fport : the mirth then in him refts. 

And the fad man is cock of all his jefts. 

Tn«rflr^« g|-ffflfporfnH«y life refpeflii ve hpl^nefle ! 

That temper giviss »hcTr rh*rjr?i and ycr dftth <^^^^ 
N ^fl^in g fjT f^m thiff ^•. in fervice,care,or coldneiTe 
Doth ratably thy fortunes marre or make. 
Feed no man in his finnes : for adulation 
Doth make thee parcell-devil in damnation. 

Envie not greatnefle : for thou mak'st thereby 
Thy felf the worfe, and fo the diftance greater. 
Be not thine own worm : yet fuch jealouiie. 
As hurts not others, but may make thee better. 

Is a good fpurre. Correft thy paflions fpite; 

Then may the beafts draw thee to a happy light 

A s When 
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When bafeneiTe is ezalted^ do not bate 
The place its honour,for the perfons fake. ^ 

The fhrine is that which thou doft venerate; >.>/ >} 
And not the beaft^that bears it on his back. ^ ^ ./^ 
I care not though the cloth of ftate ftiould be a ^ 
Not of rich arras, but mean tapefbie. / 

Thy friend put in thy bofome : wear his eies 

Still in thy heart, that he may fee what's there. 

If caufe require, thou art his facrifice; 

Thy drops of bloud muft pay down all his fear: 
But love is loft^ the way of frien dfliip*8 gonCp 
Tlkfiligli, ^izyiV/ha d his Jonatban^Cbrifi his lobn. 

Yet be not furety,if thou be a father. 

TiQitt \\ a Pgyfenall *^^^^- I cannot give 

My childrens right, nor ought he take it: rather 

Both friends fhould die,then hinder them to live. 

Fathers firft enter bonds to natures ends; 

And are her fureties, ere they are a friends* 

If thou he iingle,all thy goods and ground 
Submit to love; but yet not more then all. 
Give one eftate, as one life. None is bound 
To work for two, who brought himfelf to thrall. 
God made me one man ; love makes me no more. 
Till labour come« and make my weakneiTe fcore. 

In thy difcourfe, if thou defire to pleafe: 
All fuch is courteous,ufefull,new, or wittie. 
•Qfefulneffe comes by labour, wit by eafe; 
Courtefie grows in court; news in the citle. 

Get a good ftock of thefe, then draw the card; 

That fuites him beft,of whom thy fpeech is heard. 

Entice 
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Entice all neatly to what they know beft; 

For fo thou doft thy felf and him a pleafure: 

(But a proud ignorance will lofe his reft. 

Rather then ihew his cards^ fteal from his treafure 
What to ask further. Doubts well rais'd do lock 
The fpe^ker to thee, and preferve thy flock. 

If thou be Mafler-gunner, fpend not all y/td't 

That thou canft fpeak,at once; but husband it, \P^^* 
And give men turns of fpeech : do not foreilall \ 
By lavifhneiTe thine own,and others wit, j 

As if thou mad'ft thy will. A civil guc ft / 

Will no more talki| ]l,thfin ff ^ ^^^ ''^^ ^''^^ ^ 

Be calm in arguing: for fiercenefle makea 

Jn-our a fault, and truth difcourtefie. 

Why ihould 1 teel another mans nultakes 

More, then his ficknefies or povertie? 
In love I ihould: but anger is not love. 
Nor wif dome neither: therefore gently move. 

CalmneiTe is great advantage :he that lets 
Another chafe, may warm him at his fire: 
Mark all his wandrings,and enjoy his frets; 
As cunning fencers fuffer heat to tire. 

Doth often aim at, never hit the fphere.. 

Mark what another fayes : for many are 
Full of themfelves, and anfwer their own notion. 
Take all into thee;then with equall care 
Ballance each dramme of reafon, like a potion. 
If truth be with thvfrirnH hr with th?"^ ^Kt\^} 

l;tiflr<> in frVio rnnmigft att<^ gQlifefTe ^ troth 

Be 



/ 
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Be ufefull where thon livefl, that they may 
Both want^and wifh thy pleaiing prefence Hill. 
KindneiTe^gocxl parts^great places are the way 
To compafle this. Finde out mens wants and will. 

And meet them there. All worldly joyes go. leiTe 

To the one joy of doing kindnefles. 

Pitch thy behaviour low,thy proje£ls high; 
So ihalt thou humble and magnanimous be : ^ 

Sink n o t in fpirit:whoaimcth at the sky, | ^^ j^- 

Shoots higher much then he t hat means a tre e. / ^^^V^*^^*^ 
' 'A> jgrjd n prglorie mixt wit^ umblenehgp ^ 
UureH^oth atever and letnargicJcneile. 

Let thy minde ftill be bent^fUU plotting where. 
And when^and how the buiinefle may be done. 
Slacknefle breeds worms; but the Aire traveller. 
Though he alight fometimes^ ftiU goeth on. 

Adive and ftirring fpirits live alone. 

Write on the others. Here lies fuch a one. 

Slight not the fmalleftlofTe, whether it be 
In love or honour : take account of all; 
Shine like the funne in every corner: fee 
Whether thy ftock of credit fwell, or fall. 

Who fay, I care not, thofe I give for loft; 

And to inftrudl them, 'twill not quit the coft. 

Scorn no mans love, though of a mean degree; v. 

(Love is a prefent for a mightie king) - 

Much lefle make any one thine enemie. ' '' 

As gunnes deftroy, fo may a little fling. 
The cunning workman never doth refufe 
The meaneft tool,that he may chance to ufe. 

All 
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All forrain wifdome doth amount to this^ 
To take all that is ^ven; whether wealth, 
Or love, or language; nothing comes amifle: 
A good digeiHpn tumeth all to health: 
And then as farre as fair behaviour may. 
Strike p4 all fcores ; none are fo cleare as they. 

Keep all thy native good, and naturalize 

All forrain of that name; but fcom their ill : 

Embrace their a^livenefTe, nor vanities. 

Who follows all things, forfeiteth his will. 
If thou obferveil flrangers in each fit. 
In time the/l runne thee out of all thy wit. 

AffeA in things about thee cleanlineile^ 
That all may gladly board thee, as a flowre. 
Slovens take up their flock of noifomnefle 
Beforehand , and anticipate their laft houre. 
Let thy mindes fweetnefle have his operation 
Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation. 

In Almes regard thy means, and others merit 

Think heav'n a better bargain, then to give 

Onely thy iingle market-money for it. 

Joyn hands with God to make a man to live. 
Give to all fomething; to a good poore man. 
Till thou change names,and be where he began. 

Man h God!g imageybut a poofe man is j 
ChriltelEimp^rboo^ images r^jkrd. / * 
God reclbns for him, countSThefavour his: 
Write, So much giv'n to God; thou (halt be beard. 
Let thy almes go before, and keep heav'ns gate 
Open for thee; or both may come too late. 

Reftore 



\ ^ Reftore to God his due in tithe and time: 
.V ^ j^ithe puf lem'ilpankers the whole eflate. 

^ < feundaies obfervei^hink when the bells do chime, 

V ^ Y^ ^ngfils miifirfr; rhfr^fAr^ ^i>mr x\^r^^\^ 
^ ' ' God then deals bleflings : If a king did fo^ 
* > Who would not haile, nay give, to fee the fhow? 






Twice on the day his due is underftood; 
For all the week thy food fo oft he gave thee. 
Thy cheere is mended; bate not of the food, 
Becaufe 'tis better, and perhaps may fave thee. 

Thwart not th' Almighty God: O be not crofFc. 

Faft when thou wilt; but then 'tis gain^ot lofFe. 

Thou]^ private prayft** ^^ ^ hrjve dcfigne, 
yet publick hatkmore prgin,ifca,mork 
Andtevels a wei gh t _tp he arts, topics a(fi^|e. 
We all are but cold fuitoursflet us movi 

Where it is warmeft. Leave thy fix and feven; 

Pray with the moft: for where moft pray, is heaven. 

When once thy foot enters the church, be bare. 
God is more there, then thou: for thou art there 
Onely by his permiffion. Then beware. 
And make thy felf all reverence and fear. 

Kneeling ne're fpoil'd filk ftockings: quit thy ftate. 

All equall are within the churches gate, i / > , , (t c 

Refort to fermons, but to prayers moft : 
Praying 's the end of preaching. O be dreftj 
Stay not for th' other pin : why thou haft loft 
A joy for it worth worlds. Thus hell doth jeft jj 

Away thy bleffings, tnd,C3Ctrcam)y.goTitt^ec, 
Thy clothes being faft,but thy foul loofe about thee. | 

^ In 



^ 
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In time of fervicc feal up both thine eies, "A v** 

And fend them to thine heart; that fpying finne, J ^ -^ 
They may weep out the ftains by them did rife i^^ jO' 
Thofe doores being (hut^all by the eare comes in. jj^ ' ' 
Who marks in church-time others fymmetrie, ^ ^ { 

Makes all their beautie his deformitie. -^^^s^ 

Let vain or bufie thoughts have there no part: 
Bring not thy plough^ thy plots, thy pleafures thither. 
C^hriil purg^his temple j fo muft thou thy heart. " 
\11 wonaiy^oughts are but theeves met together 

To couzin thee. Look to thy actions well: 

For churches are either our heav'n or hell. 



v^t nfrf tt ff yjjacher; for he is thy Judge ; y nXM/^ 
f ^U miflife£hm. thou conceiv'ft him not,J 
jo^AlletlTpreaching folly. Do not grudge \ 
Po pick out treafures from an earthen pot. ^ 
The worftfpeakfome thing good: if all want fcnfe, 
God takes a text, and preacheth patience. 



le that gets patience, and the bleiTmg which 
*reachers conclude with, hath not loft his pains. 
le that by being at church efcapes the ditch, 
Vhich he might fall in by companions, gains. 
He that loves Gods abode, and to combine 
\ With laints on earth, ihall one day with them fhine. 

eft not at preachers language, or expreffion : 

low knoVlf thou,bu.tJthy finnea made HTm inifcarrie?. J 

""hopjurn thy faults a ndhi a into confeflion: jD 

&od fent him, whatfoeTc he be : O tarry, r ^ J* 

And love him for his Mafter : his condition, V/ 

Though it be ill makes him no ill Phyfician. 

None 



; 
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None Jhalt in hell fuchbicterpangsendurc, 
As thofe, who mock at Gods way of falvation. 
Whom oil and balfamet kill , what falve can cure? 
They drink with grcedinefie a full damnation. 

The )ew> refgfed thander i and we. folly. 

Thfuijrh fifiH jff hedy »» in. yet who ia holy ? 



I QicflfiaBdjutdidtihjdhul 
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I And growth of jt: if with thy watch, that too 

Be down, then winde up both, fince we fhall be 
Molt larelyjudg'd, make thy accounts agree. 

In brief, acqoit thee bjs^ely; play the man. 
Look not on plcafures as tlfey come, but go, 
Deferre not die leaflvertue: lifcs poore fpan 
Make not an ell, by trilling in thy wo. 

^f welh the M Jn doth faB^ the joy ft"'""*, 
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Super liminare. 



! . < 



THou^whom the former precepts have 
&3r|n^S^ an d taught^how to behave 
Thfleii in chur ch; approach^ and laitc 
I'lie churches mynicaU ftpiftr 



Tirr 



A Void profanenefle; come not here: 
Nothing but holy, pure, and cleare. 
Or that which groneth to be fo. 
May at his perill further go. 
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The Altar. 

A broken Altar, Lord , thy fervant reares 

Made of a heart, and cemented with teares 

Whofe parts are as thy hand did frame; 

No workmans tool hath touch'd the fame* 

A H £ A R T alone 

Is fuch a ilone> 

As nothing but 

Thy pow'r doth cut. 

Wherefore each part 

Of my hard heart 

Meets in thisframe. 

To praife thy name. 

That if I chance to hold my peace , 

Thefe flones to praife thee may not ceafe. 

O let thy blefTed Sacrifice be mine , 

And fanAiiie this Altar to be thine. 
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^ The Sacrifice. 

OjET/f^j^^ who pafle by^ whofe eyes and minde 
To worldly things are fharp ^ but to me blinde; 
To me^who took eyes that I might you finde: 

Was ever grief like mine? 

The Princes of my people make a head 
Againil their Maker: they do wifh me dead» 
Who cannot wiih^ except I give them bread: 

Was ever grief like mine ? 

Without me each one^ who doth now me brave. 
Had to this day been an Egyptian (lave. 
They ufe that power againft me, which I gave : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Mine own ApofUe, who the bag did beare. 
Though he had all I had, did npt forbeare 
To tell me alfo, and to put me there: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

For thiitie pence he did my death devife. 
Who at three hundred did the ointment prize. 
Not half fo fweet as my fweet facrifice: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Therefore my foul melt8,andmy hearts deare treafure 
Drops bloud (the onely beads) my words to meafure: 
O kt thi s cu^p ajfe, if it be tbypliafure: 

^5 \^2 Was ever grief, &c. 

Thefe drops being tempered with a iinners tears, 

A Balfome are for both the Hemifpheres : 

Curing all wounds, but mine; all,but m^ fears: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Yet 
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^ ^ Yet my Difciples fleep : I cannot gain 
^ JT One houre of watching;but their drowfie brain 
V ^, Comforts not me, and doth my doftrine ftain : 
1 ^ Was ever grief like mine? 

;: Arife, arife, they come. Look how they runne. 
■^ Alas! what hafte they make to be undone ! 

How with their lanterns do they feek the funne ! 

Was ever grief, &c. 

With clubs and ftaves they feek me, as a thief. 
Who am the way of truth, the true relief; 
Moft true to thofe, who are my greatefl grief: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Judas y do ft thou betray me with a kifle ? 
Canft thou finde hell about my lips? and miiTe 
Of life, juft at the gates of life and bliffe ? 

Was ever grief, &c. 

See, they lay hold on me, not with the hands 
Of faith,but furie : yet at their commands 
I fufFer binding, who have loos'd their bands: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

All my Difciples flie; fear puts a barre 
Betwixt my friends and me. They leave the ftarre. 
That brought the wife men of the Eaft fromfafre. 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Then from one ruler to another bound 
They leads me; urging, that it was not found 
What I taught: Comments would the text confound. 

Was ever grief, &c. 

The Prieft and rulers all falfe witnefle feek 
'Gainft him,who feeks not life, but is the meek 
And readie Pafchal Lambe of this great week: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Then 
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Then they accufe me of great blafphemie. 
That I did thruil into the Deitie, 
Who never thought that any robberie : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Some faid, that I the Temple to thefloore 
In three dayesraz'd^ and raifed as before. 
Why, he that built the world can do much more : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Then they condenme me all with that fame breath. 
Which I do give them daily, unto death. 
Thus jidam my firil breathing rendereth : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

They binde, and lead me unto Herod: he 
Sends me to Pilate, This makes them agree; 
But yet their friendihip is my enmitie: 

Was ever griefi &c« 

Her^d znd all his bands do fet me light. 
Who teach all hands to warre, fingers to fight. 
And onely am the Lord of hofts and might: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Herodisi judgement fits while I do ftand; 
Examines me with a cenforious hand: 
I him obey, who all things elfe command: 

Was ever grief, &c, 

They««^/accufe me with defpitefulnefiTe; 
And vying malice with my gentlenefiTe, 
Pick quarrels with their onely happinefie : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

I anfwer nothing, but with patience prove 
If ftonie hearts will melt with gentle love. 
But who does hawk at eagles with a dove ? 

Was ever grief,&c. 

My 
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My iilence rather doth augment their crie; 
My dove doth back into my bofome flie, 
Becaufe the raging waters ftill are high: 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Heark how they crie aloud ftill, Cructfie: 
It is not ft be live a day, they crie. 
Who cannot live leiTe then eternally: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Pilate a ftranger holdeth off; but they. 
Mine own deare people, cry. Away, away. 
With noifes confufed frighting the day: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Yet ftiU they ihout, and crie, and ftop their earea, 
Putting my life among their iinnes and fears. 
And therefore wifh ^jr bloud on them anitbeirsi 

Was ever grief, &c. 

See how fpite cankers things. Thefe words aright 
Ufed, and wifhed, are the whole worlds light: 
But hony is their gall, brightnefle their night: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

They choofe a murderer, and all agree 
In him to do themfelves a courtefie: 
For it was their own caufe who killed me: 

Was ever grief, &c« 

And a feditious murderer he was : 
But I the Prince of peace; peace that doth pafTe 
All underflanding, more then heav'n doth glafTe: 

Was ever grief, &c 

Why, Cefar is their onely King, not I: 

He clave the ftonie rock, when they were drie> 

But furely not their hearts, as I well trie: 

Was ever grief, &c. 
\ Ahl 
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Ah! how they fcourge me! yet my tendernefTe 
Doubles each laih : and yet their bitternefTe 
Windes up my grief to a myfterioufnefTe. 

Was ever grief like mine F 

They buffet me^and box me as they lift, 
Who grafp the earth and heaven with my fift. 
And never yet, whom I would punifli, mifs'd : 

Was ever grief , &c . 

Behold> they fpit on me in fcornfull wife, 
Who by my fpittle gave the blinde man eies, 
-Leaving his blindneife to mine enemies : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

My face they cover, though it be divine. 
As Mofes face was vailed, fo is mine, 
>■ Left on their double-dark fouls either ihine : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

'Servants and abje6ls ftout me; they are wittie : 
' Now prephejie who ftri\es tbee, is their dittie. 
So they in me denie themfelves all pitie : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

And now I am delivered unto death. 
Which each one cals for fo with utmoft breath. 
That he before me well nigh fuiFereth: 

Was ever grief. Sec, 

Weep not, deare friends,fince I for both have wept 
When all my tears were bloud, the while you flept: 
Your tears for your own fortunes fliould be kept: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

The fouldiers lead me to the common hall ; 
There they deride me, they abufe me all: 
Yet for twelve heav'nly legions I could call: 

Was ever grief , &c. 

Thet> 
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Then with a fcarlet robe they me aray ; 
Which ihews my bloud to be the onely way. 
And cordiall left to repair mans decay : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear: 
For thefe are all the grapes Sion doth bear. 
Though I my vine planted and watred there : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

So fits the earths great curfe in Jdams fall 
Upon my head : fo I remove it all 
From th' earth unto my brows,and bear the thrall : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Then with the reed they gave to me before. 

They ftrike my head, the rock from whence all ftore 

Of heav'nly blesfings iflue evermore: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

They bow their knees to me, and cry. Hail ]^g: 
What ever fcoffes or fcornfulnefle can bring, 
I am the floore, the fink, where they it fling: 

Was ever grief , &c. 

Yet fince mans fcepters are as frail as reeds. 
And thorny all their crowns, bloudie their weedsg 
I,who am Trath,turn into truth their deeds: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

The fouldiers alfo fpitupon that face. 
Which Angels did deiire to have the grace. 
And Prophets once to fee, but found no place : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Thus trimmed forth they bring me to the rout« 
Who Crucifie bim^ crie with one (bong fhout. 
God holds his peace at man,and man cries out: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

They 
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They leade me in once more^and putting then 
Mine own clothes on, they leade me out agen. 
Whom devils flie^thus is he tofs'd of men : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

And now wearie of fport, glad to ingroiTe 
All fpite in one^counting my life their lofle. 
They carrie me to my moft bitter crofle : 

Was ever grief, &c« 

My crofle I bear my felf , untill I faint : 
Then Simon bears it for me by conflraint. 
The decreed burden of each mortall Saint : 

Was ever grief, &c« 

O allje whofaffe by^ behold and fee ; 

Man ilole the fruit,but I muil climbe the tree; / 

The tree of life to all, but onely me : 

Was ever grief , &c. ; 

Lo, here I hang, charg'd with a world of iinne. 
The greater world o'th' two; for that came in 
By words, but this by forrow I muft win : 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Such forrow, as if finfuU man could feel. 
Or feel his part,he would not ceafe to kneel, 
Till all were melted, though he were all fteel: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

But, O my Gody my God! why leav'ft thou me. 
The fonne, in whom thou doll delight to be? 
My God, my Go d 

Never was grief like mine. 

Shame tears my foul, my bodie many a wound; 
Sharp nails pierce this, but iharper that confound; 
Reproches, which are £ree,while I am bound. 

Was ever grief, &c. 

B Now 
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Now heal thy felf, Phyfician;now come dowa* 
Alas 1 1 did fo^ when I left my crown 
And fathers fmile for you^ to feel his frown : 

Was ever grief like mine? 

In healing not my felf^ there doth conflil 
All that falvation^ which ye now refift ; 
Your fafetie in my ficknefTe doth fubiift: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Betwixt two theeves I fpend my utmoft breath. 
As he that for fome robberie fuffereth. 
Alas! what have I flollen from you? death: 

Was ever grief, &c« 

A king my title is, x>refizt on high ; h'^ ^ '^ - - ^ < ' 
Yet by my fubjefts am condemned to die " *^ ' 
A fervile death in fervile companie: •^' '?' ' '^V'^,^f. 

Was ever grief, &c/ ^ J^^"" 

They gave me vineger mingled with gall, ,^ ^ . ,, ^ 

But more with malice : yet,when they did call, ^ ^^^^^ ,^ . 

With Manna, Angels food, I fed them all: ,; ^ ^ 

Was ever grief, &c. \^\ • ** 

.". 
They part my garments, and by lot difpofe 

My coat, the type of love, which once cur'd thc^ 

Who fought for help, never malicious foes: 

Was ever grief, &c. 

Nay,after death their fpite fhall ffirqtwr go; 
For they will pierce my fide, I fultWell know.; 
That as finne came, fo Sacraments might fiow^ 

Was ever grief, &c. 

But now I die ; now all is finiihed. 
^ My wo, mans weal: and no w I bow mv hea d. 
n^ Oncly let others fay, when I am dead, 
'TLo Never was grief like mine. 

rW^c^ 4 The 
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f The Thankfgi™^^^ 

OH King of grief ! (a title ftrange , yet true. 
To thee of all kings onely due ) ^ 
Oh King of wounds ! how Ihall I grieve for thee. / 

U Who in all grief pre venteft m e ? fi^f ^^^^j^^ca • • 
Shall I weep bloud? why thou hail wept fuch flore 

That all thy body was one doore. 
Shall I be fcourged, flouted, boxed, fold ? 

'Tis but to tell the tale is told . 
My Godyfny God, why deft tbou part from me? 

Was fuCh a grief as cannot be. 
Shall I then fing, dipping, thy dolefuU florie, 
I And fide with thy triumphant glorie ? 

£haHth3^o kes be jpy ftypking ? thnrpa, my flgyyfvf ? 
I Thy rod,j»y.|iQfie/' crqfle, my bower? 

But how then ihall I imitate thee, and 
u Copie thy fair, though bloudie hand^ 

Surely I^ill rcuenge me on thy love, 
V '^ \ And trie who fhall vidlorious prove. 
liLdttu^doil^iye me wealthiljrilLjcfillpre .^v •'" •^' 

AlLhaqk unto thee by the poore. 
Jf thou doft give m£ honour; men Inall fee. 
The honour doth belong to thee. 
i will not marry;ior, if ihe be mine, 
\ -> She and her children ihall be thine. 

Myji>of0me friend^ if he blafpheme thy name, 
\ {p I will tear thence his love and fame. 

?ne half of me being gone, the reil I give 
Unto fome Chappell, die or live. 
As for thy paJlion -J ut ofohatiinpn, 
. ■) When with the otherl have' done. 

' For thy predciBnation Fie contrive," 
' n ' That three yeares hence, if I fur^ve, 
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I 

nc build a fpittlc , or mend common waye s. ^^ 
^f Bu$. mendmine oiKnjyiickliQULifilaye*^ « -^ 

Then I will ufe the works of thy creation, vj^i. . 
j^' As if I us'd them but for fafhion. ^U ' ^ • ' 

The world and I will quarrell ; and the ycare 
^ / Shall not perceive, that I am here. 

My mufick fliall finde thee, and ev'ry firing 
' ':'> Shall have his attribute to fingj 

That all together may accord in thee, 
'- ;; And prove one God, one harmonie. 

, , If thou (halt give me wit, it fhall appeare, 
, ^ If thou haft giv'n it me, 'tis here. 

, ^. Nay, Ijflallreadft thy book, and never movg 
■,j ,<y TiUIJuTBC found therein thy love; 

Thy art of love, which I'le turn back on thee, 
/ O my deare Saviour, Viftoric ! 

Then for thxp2inoA**-I.wllLlai!cuLthat-'r:. 
: \^ AJas^ my Gq4» I know not what. 



f The Reprifall. 

\ Have confider'd it, and finde 
There is no dealing with'thy mighty paffion: 
For though I die for thee, I am behinde; 

My iinnes deferve the condemnation. 

O make me innocent, that I 
May give a difentangled ftate and free : 
And yet thy wounds ilill my attempts defie^ 

For by thy death I die for thee. 

Ah! was it not enough that thou 
By thy eternall glorie didft outgo me? 
Couldll thou not griefs fad conquefts me allow. 

But in all vidl'ries overthrow me T 

Yet 
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Yet ty cctfeffion will I come 
Into th e comiueiU Though I can do nought 
Againft SxeeTuitiijee will I overcome 

The man^jvho once againll theefought. 



f The Agonie, 

PHilofophers have meafur'd mountains, 
Fathom'd the depths of Teas, of flates^ and kings^ 
Walk'd with a ftaffe to heav'ujand traced fountains : 

But there are two vaft, fpacious things^ 
The which to meafure it doth more behove : 
Yet few there are that found them; Sinne and Love. 

Who would know Sinne, let him repair 
Unto mount Olivet; there fhall he fee 
A man fo wrung with pains, that all his hair, 

His skinne, his garments bloudie be. 
Sinne is that preffe and vice, which forceth pain 
To hunt his cruell food through ev'ry vein. 

Who knows not Love, let him aflay 
And tafte that juice, which on the crofFe a pike 
Did fet again abroach; then let him fay 

If ever he did tafte the like. 
Love is that liquor fweet and moft divine, 
Which my God feels as bloud; but I, as wine. 
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^ The Sinner. 

LOrd, how I am all ague, when I feek 
What I have treafur'd in my memorie! 
Since, if my foul make even with the week. 

Each feventh note by right is due to thee. 

I finde there quarries of pil*d vanities, 

But fhreds of holinefle, that dare not venture 
To fhew their face,fince crofFe to thy decrees: 

There the circumference earth is, heav'n the centre. 

In fo much dregs the quintefTence is fmall : 

The fpirit and good extraft of my heart 
Comes to about the many hundredth part. 

Yet Lord reftore thine image, heare my call : (grone. 
And though my hard heart fcarce to thee can 
Remember that thou oncedidft write in ftone. 



% Good Friday. 

\J My chief good. 
How Ihall I meafure out thy bloud? 
How ihall I count what thee befell. 

And each grief tell? 

Shall I thy woes 
Number according to thy foes? 
Or, fince one ftarre fhow'd thy firft breath. 

Shall all thy death? .. 

OrfhalleachJcE^'^ru 
Which falls in Autumnencorc a grief/ 
Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be figne 

Of the true vine? 



Then 
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Then let each houre 
Of my whole life one grief devoure; 
That thy diflrefle through all may runne. 

And be my funne. 

Or rather let 
yiy feverall finnes their forrows get; 
That as each bead his cure doth Juiow^ 

Each iinne may fo. 

>ince bloud is £tteft, Lord^to write 
rhy forrows in^ and bloudie fight; 
Vly heart hath (lore, write there, where in 
!)ne box doth lie both ink and finne : 

That when finne fpies fo many foes^ 
Thy whips, thy nails, thy wounds, thy woes 
Ul come to lodge there, finne may fay, 
)fo r 09m for mi, and flie away. 

)inne being gone, oh fill the place^ 
^nd keep pofiTefilon with thy grace; 
^eft finne take courage and return, 
^nd all the writings blot or burn. 



^ Redemption. 

r TAvingbeen tenant long to a rich Lord, 
Li Not thriving, I refolved to be bold. 
And make a fuit unto him, to afford 
tnew fmall-rented leafe, and cancell th' old 

n heiwen at his manour I him fought: 

They told me there, that he was lately gone 
About fome land, which he had dearly bought 

jong fince on earth, to take pofiTefilon. 

B 4 I 
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I ftraight retum'd^ and knowing his great birth^ 

Sought him accordingly in great reforts; 
In cities^theatres^gardens, parks^ and courts: 

At length I heard a ragged noife and mirth 

Of theeves and murderers: there I him efpied 
Who ftraight,31?i^ry«// is grantedS^'^fit died. 

M 



^ <s^ ^ Sepulchre. 

Bleffed bodie! Whither art thou thrown? 
'No lodging for thee^ but a cold hard ftone? 
So many hearts on earthy and yet not one 

Receive thee? 



o 



Sure there is room within our hearts good ftore; 
For they can lodge tranfgreffions by the fcore : 
Thoufands of toyes dwell there, yet out of doore 

They leave thee. 

But that which (hews them large, (hews them unfit. 
What ever iinne did this pure rock commit. 
Which holds thee now^ Who hath indited it 

Of murder^ 

^thee, 
'Where our hard hearts have took up ftones to brain 
And miffing this, moft falfly did arraigne thee; 
Onely thefe flones in quiet entertain thee. 

And order. 

And as of old, the law by heav'nly art 
Was writ in ftone ; fo thou, which alfo art 
The letter of the word, find'ft no fit heart 

To hold thee. 

Yet do we ftill perfift as we began. 
And fo fliould perilh, but that nothing can, : 

Though it be <:old, hard, foul, from loving man ^ i 

Witholdthee. i 
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f Eafter. 

Rife heart; thy Lord is rifen. Sing his praifc 
Without delayes. 
Who takes thee by the hand , that thou likewife 

With him mayft rife : 
That, as his death calcined thee to duft, 
His life may make thee gold, and much more juft. 

Awa ke, m y jute, and ftrugglc for thy part (?c , I _;>c \-^ ^ ^1 

"^ Withallxhy art. ^j.^^. 

The croffe taught all woodto.re{flandyhiaJiaflIC«^ ^ "^ 

"""■^"''""'''"""""vniODor^heT^^ 

His ib-eched finews taught all firings, what key 

Is beft to celebrate this moft high day. (^ ^^^m^ 

f^ 
Confort both heart & lute, and twift a fong 

Pleafant and long : 

Or fince all muiick is but three parts vied 

And multiplied ; 

let thy bleiTed Spirit bear a part , 

And make up our defe£b with his fweet^t. 

1 got me flowers to ftraw thy way; 
I got me boughs offmany a tree: 
But thou waft up by break of day. 

And brought'ft thy fweets along with thee. 

The Sunne arifing in the Eaft, 
Though he give light, & th' Eaft perfume; 
If they ftiould offer to conteft 
With thy arifing, they prefume. 

Can there be any day but this. 
Though many funnes to fhine endeavour? 
We count three hundred, but we mifle : 
There is but one, and that one ever. 

B 5 Eafter 
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^ Eafter wings. 
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^ Eafter wings. 
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f H. Baptifme. v*A<r ^ 

AS he that fees a dark and fhadie grote, 
Stayes not, but looks beyond it on the skie; 
So when I view my flnnes, mine eyes remove 
More backward ftill^ and to that water flie. 

Which is above the heav'ns, whofe fpring and rent 
Is my deare Redeemers pierced fide. 
O blefled ftreams/ either ye do prevent 

And ftop our finnes from growing thick and wide. 

Or elfc give tears to drown them, as they grow. 
In you Redemption meafures all* my time. 
And fpreads the plaifter equall to the crime: 

You taught the book of life my name, that fo 

What ever future finnes fiiould me jaifcall. 
Your firft acquaintance might difcredit all. 

f H. Baptifme. 

OInce y Lord, to thee 
A narrow way and Jkd^||e 
Is all the pafFage, on my infancie 

Thou didft lay hold, and antedate 
My faith in me. 

O let me (till 
Write thee great God , and me a childe : 
Let me be foft and fupple to thy will. 

Small to my felf, to others milde, 
Behither ill. 

Although by Health 
My flelh get on, yet let her fiftcr 
My foul bid nothing, but prcferve her wealth : 
The growth of fiefh is but a blifler; 
ChildhoGid is health. 
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f Nature. 

Fun of rebellion, I would die. 
Or fight, or travell, or denie 
That thou haft ought tQ do with me. 

O tame my heart; 
It is thy higheft art 
To captivate ftrong holds to thee. 

If thou (halt let this venome lurk. 
And in fuggeftions fume and work. 
My foul will turn to bubbles ftraight. 

And thence by kinde 
Vaniih into a winde. 
Making thy workmanfhip deceit. 

O fmooth my rugged heart,and there 
Engrave thy rev'rend law and fear ; 
Or make a new one, fince the old 

Is faplefle grown. 
And a much fitter ftone 
To hide my duft, then thee to hold. 



f Sinne. 

LOrd , vntYi what care haft thou begirt us round i 
Parents firftfeafon us : then fchoolmafters 
Deliver us to laws; they fend us bound 
To rules of reafon, holy meflengers. 

Pulpits and fundayes, forrow dogging finne, 
Afflidtions fortcd, anguifti of all fizes. 
Fine nets and ftratagems to catch us in. 

Bibles laid open, milHons of furprifes , 

Bleflingt 
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Bleflings beforehand, tyes of gratefulnefTe, 
The found of gloric ringing in our eares: 
Without,our fhame; within,our confciences; 

Angels and grace, eternall hopes and fears. 

Yet all thefe fences and their whole aray 
One cunning bofome-finne blows quite away. 



f Afflidtion. 

"TO Hen firft thou didft entice to thee my heart, 

I thought the fervice brave: 

So many joyea I writ down for my part, 

Beiides what I might have 

Out of my flock of naturall delights. 

Augmented with thy gracious benefits. 

I looked on thy furniture fo fine, 

And made it fine tome: 
Thy glorious houfhold-ftuffe did me entwine. 

And 'tice me unto thee. 
I Such ftarres t counted mine : both heav'n and earth 
V Payd me my wages in a world of mirth. 

What plcafures could I want,whofe King I ferved^ 

Where joyesmy fellows were. 

Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts referved 

No place for grief or fear. 

Therefore my fudden foul caught at the place. 

And made her youth and fiercenefle feek thy face. 

At firft thou gav'ft me milk and fweetnefies; 

I had my wifh and way: 
My dayes were ftraw*d with flow'rs and happineflc; 

There was no moneth but May. 
But with my yeares forrow did twift and grow. 
And made a partie unawares for wo* My 
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My fleih began unto my foul in pain, 

SicknefTes cleave my bones ; 

Confuming agues dwell in ev'ryvein. 

And tune my breath togrones. 

Sorrow was all my foul ; I fcarce beleeved, 

Till g^ief did tell me rffi-|n<i1y, ^j^ at I lived. 

When I got healtK^ou took'il away my life. 

And more; for my friends die: 

My mirth and edge was loll; a blunted knife 

Was of more ufe then L 

Thus thinne and lean without a fence or friend^ 

I was blown through with ev'ry ftorm and winde. 

Whereas my birth and fpirit rather took 

The way that takes the town ; 

Thou didft betray me to a lingring book. 

And wrap me in a gown. 

I was entangled in the world of Urife, 

Before I had the power to change my life. 

Yet, for I threatned oft the iiege to raife. 

Not fimpring all mine age. 

Thou often didft with Academick praife 

Melt and difTolve my rage* ; 

I took thy fweetned pill,till I came neare; ^ < 

I could not go away, nor perfevere. 

Yet left perchance I fhould too happie be 

In my unhappinefTe, 

Turning my purge to food, thou throweft me 

Into more fickneftes. 

Thus doth my power crofTe-bias me,not making 

Thine own gift good, yet me from my wayes taking. 

Now 
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Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 

None of my books will ihow 
;' I reade, and %h^ and wifh I were a treej 
•^ Forfiuethenlihouldgrow 

? To fruit or ihade : at leaft fome bird would truft 
' Her houihold to ime^ andllhoiild be juft. 

Yetythough thou troubled me, I muft be meek ; 

In weaknefTe muft be ftout. 
Welly I will change the fervice^and go feek 

Some other mafter out. 
Ah my deare God! though I am clean forgot. 
Let me not love thee, if I love thee not. 



^ Repentance. 

o 1 I T Ord, I confefTe my iinne is great ; 
^^ • * JL#Great is my iinne. Oh! gently treat 

With thy quick flower, thy momentanie bloom; 

Whofe life ftiU preffing 
Is one undreiling, 
A fteadie aiming at a tombe. 

Mans age is two houres work, or three: 
Each day doth round about us fee» 
Thus are we to delights : but we are all 

To forrowsold. 

If Ufe be told 
From what life feeleth, Adams fall* 

O let thy height of mercie then 
Compaflionate fhort-breathed men. 
Cut me not offfor my moil foul transgreffioa : 

I do confefTe 
My fooliflinefle; 
My Godjaccept of my confeffion. 

Sweetei^ 



X 
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Sweeten at length this bitter bowt^ 
Which thou haft pour'd into my foul; (ther : 

Thy wormwood turn to healthy windes to fair wea* 

For if thou ftay, 
I and this day» 
As we did rife, we die together. 

When thou for finne rebukeft man. 
Forthwith he wazethwoand wan: 
Bittemefle fills our bowels ; all our heart* 

Pine, and decay. 

And drop away. 
And Carrie with them th' other parts; 






But thou wilt finne and grief deftroy; 
That fo the broken bones may joy, s^T S' S 
Und tune together in a wetl-fet fone, >^" .c^ ^c 

U J J VI Who dead men railes, 
Fradures well cur'd make us more ftrong. ^ 



.% 






f Faith. 

I^Ord, how couldft thoa fomuck appeafe 
Thy wrath for finne, as when man» fight was dimme^ 
knd could fee little, to regard his eafe. 

And bring by Faith all things to him ? 

Hungrie I was, and had no meat: 
did conceit a moft delicious fcaft; 
had it fbaight, and did as truly eat» 

As ever did a welcome gueiL 

There is a rare outlandifli root> 
Hiich when I could not get, I thought it here: 
That apprehenfion cur'd fo well my foot. 

That I can walk to heav'n well neare* I 
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I owed tHoufands and much more. 
I did beleeve that I did nothing owe^ 
And liv*d accordingly; my creditor 

Beleeves fo too^ and lets me go. 

• 

Faith makes me any thing, or all 
That I beleeve is in the facred ftorie : 
Aiid where finne placeth me in Adams fall. 

Faith fets me higher in his glorie. 

If I go lower in the book. 
What can be lower then the common manger? 
Faith puts me there with him, who fweetly took 

Our fleih and frailtie, death and danger. 

If blifle had lien in art or ftrength. 
None but the wife or ftrong htd gained it: 
Where now by Faith all arms are of a length; 

One fize doth all conditions fit. 

A peafant may beleeve as much 
As a great Clerk, and reach the higheft ftature. 
doft thou make prottd kgjgj^lgd ge li^cpd fe i 
le grace unf^uneven nature. 

When creatures had no reall light 
Inherent in them, thou didft make the funne. 
Impute a luftrc, and allow them bright; 

And in this fhew, what Chrift hath done. 

That which before was darkned clean 
With buihie groves, pricking the lookers eie, 
Vanifht away, when Faith did change the fcene: 

And then appear'd a glorious skie. 

What though my bodie runne to dufii 
Faith cleaves unto it, counting evtl^jgjj^^ 
With an exadl and moft particular truit. 

Referring all for fleih again. 

f Prayer. 



Hhe Church. 43 

f Prayer. 

PRayer the Churches banquet^ Angels age^ 
Gods breath in man returning to his birth. 
The fbuHn^araDhrillgi heart in pilgrimage, 
The Chrifuan'plummenounaing heav'n and earth ; \( 

Engine againft th' Almightie^ iinners towre^ "V- ,^-^^' ^ 
Reverfed thunder, Chrift-fide-piercing fpear, x , ' 
The fiz-daies world-tranfpoiing in an houre, ^ 

A kind of tune, which all things heare and fear ; v > ^^^ 



<.-^ 



'. 



^^^ 

•^,' 



SoftnefTe, and peace, and joy, and love, and blifTe, 

Exalted Manna, gladnefle of the beft, • o^ 

Heaven in ordinarie, man well dreft, 
The milkie way, the bird of Paradife, . 

(bloudj 

Church-bels beyond the ifaurre8heard,the fouls ; 

The landof fbice^ fomethiny underftood. / ^. ^ ^. 



V* 



^ The H. Communion. 

NOt in rich furniture, or fine aray. 
Nor in a wedge of gold. 
Thou, who from me waft fold. 
To me doft now thy felf convey; 
For fo thou fhould'ft without me (till have been. 
Leaving within mefinne : 

But by the way of nourifhment and fbrengh 
Thou creep'ft into my breaft; 
MakiBg thy way my reft. 
And thy fmall quantities my length; 

Which fpread their forces into every part. 
Meeting finnes force and art. 
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Yet can thefe |^get over to my foul^ 

Leaping the wall that parts 

Our fouls and ilefhly hearts ; 
But as th' outworks, they may con troll 
My rcbel-flefh, and carrying thy name. 

Affright both finne and fhamc. 

Onely thy grace, which witluJi efe elements cg megj 

Knoweth the ready way. 

And hath the privie key. 
Opening the fouls moft fubtile rooms; 
While thofe to fpirits refin'd, at doore attend 

Difpatches from their friend. 



Give me my captive foul , or take 

Mybodiealfo thither. 
Another lift like this will make 

Them both to be together. 

Before that finne tumM ilefh to ftone. 
And all our lump to leaven ; 

A fervent figh might well have blown 
Our innocent earth to heaven. 

For fure when Adam did not know 
To finne, or finne to fmother; 

He might to heav'n from Paradife go. 
As from one room t'another. 

Thou haft reilor'd us to this eafe 
By this thy heav'nly bloud ; 

Which I can go to, when I pleafe. 
And leave th* earth to their food. 



^ Antiphon* 
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^ Antiphon. 

Cbo, T Et all the world in ev'ry corner fing 
-■^ My God and King, 

Vers. The heav'ns arc not too high. 

His praifc may thither flie: ^ 
The earth is not too low , 
His praifes there may grow. 

Cho. Let all the world in ev'ry comer fing. 

My God and King. 

Vers. The church with pfalms muft fhou t 
No doore can keep them out: 
But above all, the heart 
Muft bear the longeft part. 

Cho, Let all the world in cv'ry comer fing, . 

My God and King. •» r> H 



f Love I. 

T Mmortall Love ,authour of this great frame, L^^c^^imI 

How hath that man parcel'd out thygloriousnamc. 
And thrown it on that duft which thou haft made. 

While mortall love doth all the title gain! 
Which fiding with invention, they together 
Bear all the fway , pofTefting heart and brain, 

(Thy workmanihip) and gjve thee ihare in neither. 

Wit 
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Wit fancies beautie, beautie raifeth wit : 

The world is theirs jthcy two play out the game. 
Thou {landing by: and though thy glorious name 

Wrought our deliverance from the infernall pit. 

Who fings thy praife?onely a skarf or glove (love. 
Doth warm our hands, and make them write of 



II. 

IMmortall Heat, O let thy greater flame 
Attraft the lelTer to it: let thofe fires. 
Which (hall confume the world,firft make it tame ; 
And kindle in our hearts fuch true deiires. 

As may confume our lulls , and make thee way. 

Then (hall our hearts pant thee ;then (hall our brain 

All her invention on thine Altar lay. 
And there in hymnes fend back thy fire again: 

Our eies fhall fee thee, which before faw duft 5 
Dull blown by wit, till that they both were blinde: 
Thou fhalt recover all thy goods in kinde. 

Who wert defTeized by ufurping lull: 

All knees (hall bow to thee; all wits fhall rife. 
And praife him who did make and mend our eies. 



H 



% The Temper. 

O w fhould I praife thee , Lord ! how fhould my ) 
Gladly engrave thy love in fteel, (rymcs 

If what my foul doth feel fometimes, 
My foul might ever feel! 

Al» 
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I Although there were fome fourtie heav'ns^or more^ 

Sometimes I peere above them all; 
I Sometimes I hardly reach a fcore^ 
' Sometimes to hell I fall. 

O rack me not to fuch a vaft extent ; 
Thofe diilances belong to thee : 
The world's too little for thy tent, 
A grave too big for me. 

Wilt thou meet arms with man, that thou doft fbretch 
A crumme of dull from heav'n to hell? 
m Will great God meafure with a wretch? 
Shall he thy ftature fpell? 

O let me, when thy roof my foul hath hid, 
O let me rooft and neiUe there: 
Then of a finner thou art rid, 
' And I of hope and fear. 

^ Yet take thy way ; for fure'thy way is beft: 
' Stretch or contra£b me thy poore debter: 
I This is but tuning of my breaft, 
To make the muiick better. 

Whether I flie with angels, fall^th duft. 
Thy hands made both,and I am there: 
Thy power and love, my love and truft 
Make one place ev'ry where. 



f The Temper. 

I TT cannot be. Where is that mightie joy, 
I Ml Which juft now took up all my heart? 
I Lord, if thou muft needs ufe thy dart, 

I Save that , and me; or fin for both deftroy. 



The 
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The grofser world ftands to thy word and art ; 
But thy diviner world of grace 
Thou fuddenly doft raife and race. 

And ev'ry day a new Creatour art. 

O im thy chair of grace, that all my powers 
May alfo fix their reverence: 
For when thou doft depart from hence. 

They grow unruly, and fit in thy bowers. 

Scatter, or binde them all to bend to thee: 

Though elements change, and heaven movCj 
Let not thy higher Court remove. 

But keep a (landing Majefiiie in me. 



^ Jordan. 

W Ho faves that fiO ions onely gnH fair<^ Tiair 
Become a verfe? Is there in truth no beautie? 
Is all good ftrudure in a winding ftair? 
May no lines pafie, except they do their dutie 
Not to a true, but painted chair? 



__jioveHe, except enchanted groves 
And fudden arbours Siadow courje-fpunne line»? 
Muft purling (beams refreih a lovers loves? 
Mud all be vail'd, while he that reades, divines. 
Catching the fenfe at two removes? 

Shepherds are honed people; let them fing: 
Riddle who lift, for me, and pull for Prime: 
I envie no mans nightingale or fpring; 
N or le t them punifti me with lofle of ryme. 
Wh ojlainl y fay, ikfy Go d^ My Kint* 

'^ f Employ. 
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^ Employment. 

IF as a flowre doth fpreac^and die^ 
Thou wouldft extend me to fome good. 
Before I were by frofts extremitie 

Nipt in the bud; 

The fweetneflc and the praife were thine; 
But the extenfion and the room^ 
Which in thy garland I fhould £11^ were mine 

At thy great doom. 

For as thou doft impart thy grace. 
The greater ihall our glorie be. 
The meafure of our joyes is in this place. 

The ftuffe with thee. 

Let me not languifh then, and fpend 
A life as barren to thy praife. 
As is t he duft. to which that life doth tend. 

But with delaies. 

An things are bufie; pnely I 
Neither bring hony with the bees. 
Nor flowres to make that, nor the husbandrie 

To water thefe. 

I am no link of thy great chain^ 
But all my companie is a weed. 
Ijord place me in thy confort;give one drain 

To my poore reed. 

C f The 
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f The H. Scriptures. I. 

OH Book! infinite fweetnefTe! let my heart 
Suck ev'ry letter, and a hony gain. 
Precious for any grief in any part; 
To cleare the brcaft, to mollifie all pain. 

Thou art all health, health thriving, till it make 
^ fa|1 eternitie- thou art a maffe 
O f ftrange delights, where we may wiih & take. 

Ladies, look here; this is the thankfuU glafse. 

That mends the lookers eyes: this is the well 

That wafhes what it (hows. Who can indeare 
Thy praife too much? thou art heav'ns Lidger 

Working againft the ftates of death and hell. ( here. 

Thou art joyes handfell :heav*n lies flat in thee, 
Subjeft to ev'ry mounters bended knee. 



II. 

OH that I knew how all thy lights combine. 
And the configurations of their glorie! 
Seeing not onely how each verfe doth (hine. 
But all the conflellations of the ftorie. 

This verfe marks that, and both do make a motion 
Unto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie : 
Then as difperfed herbs do watch a potion, 

Thefe three make up fome Chriflians deftinie: 

Such 
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Such are thy fecrets, which my life makes good^ 
And comments on thee: for in ev'ry thing 
Thy words do finde me out, & parallels bring. 

And in another make me underftood, 

Starres are poore books,& oftentimes do mifse : 
This book of ftarres lights to eternall blifse. 



f Whitfunday. 

LIften fweet Dove unto my fong. 
And fpread thy golden wings in me; 
Hatching my tender heart fo long. 
Till it get wing, and flie away with thee. 

Where is that fire which once defcendcd 
On thy Apoftles? thou didft then 
Keep open houfe , richly attended, 
Feafling all comers by twelve chofen men. 

Such glorious gifts thou didft beftow. 
That th' earth did like a heav*n appeare; 
The ftarres were coming down to know 
If they might mend their wages, and ferve here. 

The funne which once did ihine alone. 
Hung down his head, and wiiht for night. 
When he beheld twelve funnes for one 
Going about the world, and giving light. 

But fince thofe pipes of gold, which brought 
That cordiall water to our ground. 
Were cut and martyr'd by the fault 
Of thofe,who did themfelves through thciriide wound 

C 2 Thou 
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Thou lhutt*ft the doorc,and keep'ft within; 
Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink : 
And if the braves of conqu'ring finne 
Did not excite thee, we ihould wholly fink. 

\^^ ^HLord,though we change,thou art the fame j 
Sr ijffM The fame fweet God of love and light : 
**^ ^ Reftore this day, for thy great name. 
Unto his ancient and miraculous right. 



^ Grace. 

MY (lock lies dead and, no increafe 
Doth my dull husbandrie improve r 
O let thy graces without ceafe 

Drop from above! 

If itill the funne fhould hide his face. 
Thy houfe would but a dungeon prove. 
Thy works nights captives : O let grace 

Drop from above! 

The dew doth ev'ry morning fall ; 
And Ihall the dew outftrip thy dove? 
The dew,for which graffc cannot call. 

Drop from above. 

Death is (till working like a mole. 
And digs my grave at each remove: 
Let grace work too, and on my foul 

Drop from above. 

Sinne is ftill hammering my heart 
Unto a hardneffe, void of love : 
Let fuppling grace, to croiTe his heart. 

Drop from above. 
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come! for thou doft know the way. 
Or if to mc thou wilt not move. 
Remove me, where I need not fay, 

l^ropjrom ab^vi. 

f Praife. 

nPO write a verfc or two,is all the praife, 

Thatlcanraife: 
Mend my eftate in any wayes. 

Thou fhalt have more. 

1 go to Church; help me to wings, and 1 

Will thither flie; 
Or,if I mount unto the skie, 
I will do more, 

Man 18 all weaknefle; there is no fuch thing 

As Prince or King i 
His arm is (hort; yet with a fling 
He may do more. 

An herb deftill'd^and drunk,may dwell next doore. 

On the fame floore. 
To A brave foul: Exalt the poore. 
They can do more. 

O raife me then! poore bees, that work all day. 

Sting my delay. 
Who have a work, as well as they, 
And much,much more* 



f Affliaion. 

IVlll me not ev*ry day, 
Thou Lord of life; fince thy one death for me 
Is more then all my deaths can be. 

Though I in broken pay 
Dieov^retchhoureof Methuftdems ftay« 

C 3 If 
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If all mens tears were let 
Into one common fewer, fea, and brine; 

What were they all, compared to thine? 

Wherein if they were fct. 
They would difcolour thy moft bloudy fweat. 

Thou art my grief alone. 
Thou Lord conceal it not: and as thou art 
All my delight, fo all my fmart: 

Thy croffe took up in one. 
By way of impreft, all my future mone. 



I 



^ Mattcns. 



Cannot ope mine eyes. 
But thou art ready there to catch 
My morning-foul and facrificc : 
Then we muft needs f<y that day make a match. \ 

My God, what is a heart? { 

Silver,or gold,or precious ftone^ 
Or ftarre, or rainbow, or a part 
Of all thefe things or all of them in one? 

My God, what is a heart, 
That thou (hould'ft it fo eye, and wooe, 
Powring upon it all thy art , 
As if that thou hadft nothing els to do? 

Indeed man's whole eftate 
Amounts (and richly) to ferve thee: 
He did not heaVn and earth create, ^ 

Yet fbidies them,not him by whom they be. { 

Teach me thy love to know ; j 

That this new light,which now I fee, | 

May both the work and workman (how: 

Then by a funne-beam I will climbe to thee. 

f Sinne 
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f Sinne. 

OThat I could linne once fee! 
We paint the devil foul, yet he 
Hathfome good in him^all agree. 
Sinne is flat oppofite to th' Almighty, feeing 
It wants the good of vertue, and of Seing, 

But God more care of us hath had: 
If apparitions make us fad , 
By fight of finne we fhould grow mad. 
Yet as in fleep we fee foul death, and live : 
So devils are our flnnes ia perfpedlive. 



f Even-fong. 

JjLeftbethe God of love. 
Who gave me eyes^and light, aUdpow^r this day. 
Both to be buiie , and to play. 
But much more bleft be God above. 

Who g^ve me fight alone. 
Which to himlelf he did denie: 
For when he fees my waies, I dy: 
But I have got hia fonne, and he hath none. 

What have I brought thee home 
For this thy love^ have I difcharg'd the debt. 
Which this daycs favour did beget? 
I ranne; but all I brought, was fomc. 

Thy diet, care,and coft 
Do end in bubbles, balls of winde; 
Of winde to thee whom I have croft, 
But balls of wilde-fire to my troubled minde. 

C 4 Yet 
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Yctitill thou goc'ft on. 
And now with darknelTe clofeft wearie eyes. 
Saying to man, // dotbfuffice : 
Henceforfb repofe\your wor\ is done. 

Thus in thy Ebony box 
Thou doft inclofe us, till the day 
Put our amendment in our way, ' . 

And give new wheels to our diforder'd^ locks. 

I mufe, which fhows more love 
The day or night : that is the gale, this th'harbour; 
That is the walk, and t^is the arbour; 
Or that the garden, this the grove. 

My God, thou art all love. 
Not one poore minute fcapes thy breaft, 
But brings a favour from above; 
And in this love, more then in bed« I reft. 



\ Church-monuments. 

WHile that my foul repairs to her devotion^ 
Here I intombe my flefh, that it betimes 
May take acquaintance of this heap of duft; 
To which the blaft of deaths inceiCmt motioui 
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes. 
Drives all at laft. Therefore I gladly truft 

My bodie to this fchool, that it may learn 
To fpell his elements, and finde his birth 
Written in duftie heraldrie and lines; 
Which diflblution fure doth beft difcem. 
Comparing duft with duft, and earth with earth. 
Thefe laugh at leat, and Marble put for fignes, ' 

1 
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To lever the good fellowihip of dufl» 
And fpoil the meeting. What (hall point out. them. 
When they ihall bow, and kneel, and fall down flat 
To kifTe thofe heaps, which now they have in truft? 
Deare flefh, while I do pray, learne here thy ftemme 
And true defcent; that when thou (halt grow fat. 

And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayft know. 
That flefh is but the glafTe, which holds the dull 
That meafures all our time; which alfo fhall 
Be crumpled into duft. Mark here below 
How tame thefe afhes are, how free from lufb. 
That thou mayft fit thy felf again t thy fall. 

^ Church-mufick. 

SWeeteft of fweets, I thank you: when difpleafure 
Did through mybodie woundmyminde, 
Vou took me thence, and in your houfe of pleafure 
A daintie lodging me aifign*d. 

Mow I in you without a bodie move, 

Rifing and falling with your wings : 

We both together fweetly live and love. 

Yet fay fometimes, God beip poor Kings. 

Comfort, 'lie die; for if you pofte from me. 

Sure I fhall do fo, and much more: 

But if I travell in your companie. 

You know the way to heavens doore. 



% Church-lock and key. 

f ELnow it i< my finne, which locks thine eares, 
^ And bindes thy hands; 

C^ut-crying my requcfts, drowning my tears; 
Or elfe the chilnefleof my faint demands 

C 5 But 
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But as cold hands are angrie with the fire. 

And mend it ftiU; 
So I do Jay the want of my deiire. 
Not on my finnes^ or coldnefle^ but thy will. 

Yet heare, O God, oncly for his blouds fake 

Which pleads for me : 
For though iinnes plead too,yet like ftones they make 
His blouds fweet current much more loud to be. 



M 



f The Church-floore. 

Ark you the floorePthat fquare & f peckled ftonc, 
Which looks fo firm and flrong. 
Is Patience : 



And th'other black and grave, wherewith each one 

Is checkered all along, 

Humilitie : 

The gentle riiing, which on either hand 

' Leads to the Quire above. 

Is Confidence : 

But the fweet cement , which in one fure band 

Ties the whole frame, is Love 
And Cbaritie . 

Hither fometimes Sinne fteals,and flains 
The marbles neat and curious veins : 

But all is cleanfed when the marble weeps. 

Sometimes Death , puffing at the doore. 
Blows all the duft about the floore: 

But while he thinks to fpoil the room, he fweeps. 
Bleft be the ArcbiteSy whofe art 
Could build fo fbrong in a weak heart, 

f The 
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f The Windows. . 

LOr^, how can man preach thy eternall word ? 
He is a brittle crazie glaffe : 
Yet in thy temple thou doft him afford 

This glorious and tranfcendent place^ 
To be a window, through thy grace. 

But when thou doft anneal in glaffe thy ftorie. 
Making thy life to fliine within 

The holy Preachers; then the light and glorie 

More rev*rend grows, & more doth win: 
Which elfe ftiows watrifli, bleak, & thin. 

Doftrinc and life, cot ours and light, in one 

When they combine and mingle , bring 

A ftrong regard and aw : but fpeech alone 

Doth vaniih like a flaring thing. 
And in the eare, not conicience ring. 



L 



^ Trinitie Sunday. 

Ord, who haft form'd me out of mud, 
^ And haft redeemed me through thy bloud. 
And fan6Uli*dme tado good ; 



Purge all my finnes done heretofore: 
For I confeffc my heavie fcorc. 
And I will ftrive to finne no more. 

Enrich my heart,mouth, hands in me , 
With faith,with hope, with charitic; 
That I may runne, rife, reft with thee. 

^ Con. 
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• ^ Content 

PEace muttVingthoughts^anddo not grudge toluep 
Within the walls of your own breafl: 
Who cannot on his own bed fweetly fleep. 
Can on anothers hardly reft 

Gad not abroad at ev^ry queft and call 

Of an untrained hope or paflion. 

Tq count each place or fortune that doth fall« 
Is wantonneile in contemplation. 

Mark how tlie lire in flints doth quiet lie. 

Content and warm t* it felf alone^ 

Bat when it would appeare to others eye^ 
Without a knock it never (hone. 

Give m^ the pliant nnnde^ whofe gentle meafure 
Complies and fuits with all eftates ; 

Which can let loofe to a crown^ and yet with pleafure 
Take up within a cloifters gates. 

This foul doth fpan the worlds and hang content 
From either pole unto the centre : 

Where in each room of the well-fumiiht tent 
He lies warm^ and without adventure. 

The brags of life are but a nine dayes wonder; 

And after death the fumes that fpring 
From private bodies^ make as big a thunder^ 

As thofe which rife from a huge King. 

Onely thy Chronicle is loft; and yet 

Better by worms be all once fpent^ 

Then have hellifli moths ftill gnaw and fret 

Thy name in books/wiiich may not rent: 

When 
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When aU thy deeds^ whofe brunt thou feeFil alone, 
Are chav/d by others pens and tongue; 

And as their wit is, their digeftion. 

Thy nouriiht fame is weak or flrong* 

Then ceafe difcourfing foul, till thine own ground. 
Do not thy felf or friends importune. 

He that by feeking hath himfelf once found , 
Hath euer found a happic fortune* 

C ThcQuidditie. 

MY God, a verfe is not a crown. 
No point of honour, or gay fuit» 
No hawk, or banquet, or renown^ 
l^or a good fword, nor yet a lute : 

It cannot vault, or dance, or play; 
It never was in France or Spain\ 
Nor can it entertain the day 
With a great liable or demain : 

It is no office, art, or news. 
Nor the Exchange, or buiie Hall; 
But it is that which while I ufe 
I am with thee^ and Moft ia\e alL 

^ Humflitie. 

I Saw the Vertue^ fitting hand in hand 
In fev'rall ranks upon an azure throne. 
Where all the beafts and fowls by their command 
Prefented tokens of fubmiffion. 
Humilitie, who fat the loweft there 

To execute their call. 
When by the beafts the prefents tendred were. 

Gave them about to all. 

The 
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The angrie Lion did prefent his paw. 
Which by confent was giv'n to Manfuetude. 
The fearful! Hare her eares, which by the law 
Humilitie did reach to Fortitude. 
The jealous Turkie brought his corall-chain ; 

That went to Temperance, 
On Jufticc was beftow'd the Foxes brain, 

Kill'd in the way by chance. 

At length the Crow bringing the Peacocks plume, 
(For he would not) as they beheld his grace 
Of that brave gift, each one began to fume. 
And challenge it, as proper to his place. 
Till they fell out: which when the beafts efpied, 

They leapt upon the throne; 
And if the Fox had liv*d to rule their fide. 

They had depos'd each one. 

Humilitie, who held the plume, at this 

Did weep fo faft, that the tears trickling down 

Spoil'd all the train : then faying. Here it is 

For tobicbye wrangle, made them turn their frown 

Againft the beafts : fo jointly bandyigg, 

They drive them foon away; 
And then amerc'd them, double gifts to bring 

At the next Seilion-day. 



f Frailtie. 

LOrd, in my iilence how do I defpife 
What upon truft 
Is ftyled boncur, ricbes, or fair eyes; 

But is/air dufi \ 
I furname t\itra guilded clay, 
n^eare eartb,fine grajfe or bay\ 
In all, I think my foot doth ever tread 

Upon their head. 
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But when I view abroad both Regknents ; 

The worlds,and thine: 
Thine clad with iimplenefle, and fad events; 

The other fine. 
Full of glorie and gay weeds^ 
Brave language, braver deeds : 
That which was duft before, doth quickly rife. 

And prick mine eyes. 

O brook not this, left if what even now 

My foot did tread, 
Afiront thofe joyes, wherewith thou didft endow. 

And long fince wed 
My poore foul, ev*n lick of love: 
It may a Babel prove 
Commodious to conquer heav*n and thee 

Planted in me. 



^ Conftancie. 



W] 



Ho is the honeft man? 
He that doth ftill and ftrongly good purfue. 
To God, his neighbour, and himfelf moft true: 

Whom neither force nor fawning can 
Unpinne, or wrench from giving all their due. 

Whofe honeftie is not 
So loofe or eafie, that a ruffling winde 
Can blow away, or glittering look it blinde : 

Who rides his fure and even trot. 
While the world now rides by, now lags behinde. 



Who 
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Wh«y when great trials come, I 

Nor feeks^ nor ihunnes them; but doth calmly flay. 
Till he the thing and the example weigh : 'i 

All being brought into a fumme, \ 

What place or pcrfon calls for, he doth pay. 

Whom none can work or wooc 
To ufe in any thing a trick or fleight. 
For above all things he abhorres deceit: 

His words and works and fafhion too 
All of a piece, and all are cleare and ftraight. 

Who never melts or thaws 
At clofe tentations: when the day is done, 
His goodneffe fets not, but in darke can runne: 

The funne to others writeth laws. 
And is their vertue; Vercue is his Sunne. 

Who, when he is to treat 
With fick folks, women, thofe whom paffions fway. 
Allows for that,and keeps his conftant way: 
Whom others faults do not defeat / 
But though men fail him, yet his part doth play. 

Whom nothing can procure, 
When the wide world runnes bias, from his will 
To writhe his limbes, and ihare, not mend the ill. 

This is the Mark-man, fafe and fure, j 

Who flill is right, and prayes to be fo ftilL 



f Afflidlion. 

MY heart did heave, and there came forth,0 God ! 
By that I knew that thou wall in the grief, } 

To guide and govern it to my relief. 
Making a fcepter of the rod: 
Hadft thou not had thy part. 
Sure the unruly figh had broke my heart. 
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But fincc thy breath gave mc both life and ihape, 
Thou knowil my tallies; and when there's aflign'd 
So much brekth to a (igh> what's then behinde? 
Or if fome yeares with it efcape^ 
The iigh then oncly is 
A gale to bring me fooner to my bliiTe. 

Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art ftill 
Conftant unto it, making it to be 
A point of honour, now to grieve in me. 
And in thy members fuffer ill. 
They who lament one crofle. 
Thou dying dayly, praife thee to thy loiTe* 






4f The Starre. 

Right fpark, fhot from a brighter place. 
Where beams furround my Saviours £ice, 
Canft thou be any where 
So well as there f 



Yet, if thou wilt from thence depart. 
Take a bad lodging in my heart; 

For thou canft make a debter. 
And make it better. 

Firft with thy fire-work bum to duft 
Folly, and worfe then folly, luft: 
Xben with thy light refine. 
And make it ihine : 

So difengag'd from finne and ficknefle. 
Touch it with thy celeftiall quicknefie, 
That it may hang and move 
After thy love. 

Then 
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Then with our trinitic of light, 

Motion, and heat, let's take our flight 

Unto the place where thou ^ i 

Before didft bow. * \ 

Get me a ftanding there, and place i 

Among the beams, which crown the face ' 

Of him, whody^d to part 
Sinne and oaf heart: 

That fo among the rdft I may 
Glitter, and turle, and winde as they: 
That winding is their fafliion 
Of adora tion. 

Sure thou wilt joy, fsy gaining me I 

To flie hAme Ulce a laden bee 
'Qii(o>clMt ihire>of beams 
And garkadJbeamft. 



f Sunday. 



o 



Dtff m^ calm,moft biight, 
The fruit of this, d^e next worlds body ^ ; m 
Th* indorfement oFfupr^me delight. 
Writ by a friend,and with his blood; "^^ 
The couch of time; cares balm and bay: 
The week were dark, but for thy light : 

Thy torch doth Ihow the way. j 

The [ 
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The otlicr dayes and thou 
Make up one man; whofe face thou art^ 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow: 
The worky-daies are the back-part; 
The burden of the week lies there^ 
Making the whole to ftonp and bow. 

Till thyreleafe appeare. 



Man had ibraight forward gone 
To endleffe death: but thou doft pull 
And turn us round to look on one^ 
Whom, if we were not very dull. 
We could not choofe but look on ftill; 
Since there is no place fo alone. 

The which he doth not fill. 



Sundaies the pillars are. 
On which heav'ns palace arched lies: 
The other dayes fill up the fpare 
And hollow room with vanities. 
They are the fruitfuU beds and borders 
In Gods rich garden*, that is bare. 

Which parts their ranks and orders. 

The Sundaies of man s life, 
Thredded together on times firing. 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the etemall glorious King. 
On Sunday heavens gate ftands ope; 
Bleffings are plentifuU and rife. 

More plentifnil then hope. 

This 
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This day my Saviour rofe. 
And did inclofe this light for his: 
That, as each beaft his manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder mifse. 
Chrift hath took in this piece of ground. 
And made a garden there for thofe 

Who want herbs for their wound. 

The reft of our Creation 
Our great Redeemer did remove 
With the fame ihake, which at his paffion 
Did th* earth and all things with it move. 
As Samfon tore the doores away, 
Chrifts hands, though nail'd, wrought our falvatioo. 

And did unhinge that day . 

The brightnefse of that day 
We fuUied by our foul offence : 
Wherefore that robe we caft away. 
Having a new at his expence, 
Whofe drops of bloud paid the full price. 
That was requir'd to make us gay. 

And fit for Paradife. 

Thou art a day of mirth : 
And where the week-dayes trail on ground. 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth. 
O let me take thee at the bound. 
Leaping with thee from fev'n to fev'n. 
Till that we both, being tofs*d from earth, 

Flie hand in hand to heav'n ! 

f Avarice. 
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f Avarice. 

MOney,thou banc of bliire,& fourfe of wo, (fine? 
Whence com'ft thou,that thou are fo frelh and 
I know thy parentage is bafe and low : 
Man found thee poore and dirtie in a mine. 

Surely thou didft fo little contribute 

To this great kingdome, which thou now haft got, 
That he was fain, when thou wert deftitute. 

To digge thee out of thy dark cave and grot : 

Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee bright: 
Nay, thou haft got the face of man; for we 
Have with our ftamp andfeal transferr'd our right: 

Thou art the man, and man but drofte to thee. 

Man calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich; 
And while he digs out* thee, falls in the ditch. 



H 



J f Ma ry 1 
^**-\ Armt K'*'- 

Ow well her name an jirmy doth prefent. 
In whom the Lord of bofis did pitch his tent! 



f To all Angels and Saints. 

OH glorious ipirit8,who after all your bands 
Sec the fmooth face of God,without a frown 

Or ftriA commands : 
Where ev*ry one is king,and hath his crown. 
If not upon his head, yet in his hands: 

Not 
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Not out of en vie or Bt^icioufnefTe 
Do I forbear to crave your fpeciall aid: 

I would addreffe 
My vows to thee moft gladly, bleifed Maid, 
And Mother of my God,in my diftrelTe. 

Thou art the holy mine, whence came the gold. 
The great reftorative for all decay 

In young and old; 
Thou art the cabinet where the Jewell lay: 
Chiefly to thee would I my foul unfold: 

But now (alas!) I dare not; for our King, 
Whom we do all joyntly adore and praife, 

Bids no fuch thing: 
And where his pleafure no injundtion layes, 
( *Tis your own cafe) ye never move a wing. 

All worfhip is prerogative, and a flower • 
Of his rich crown,from whom lyes no appeal 

At the laft houre : 
Therefore we dare not from his garland ileal, 
To make a pofle for inferiour power. 

Although then others court you, if ye know 
What's done on earth, we ftiall not fare the worfcf, 

Who do not fo ; 
Since we are ever ready to disburfe. 
If any one our Matters hand can ftiow. 



f Employment. 

HE that is weary, let him fit. [;><<) 
My foul would flirrc 
And trade in courtefies and wit. 

Quitting the furre 
To cold complexions needing it. Man 
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Manisnoftarre^but a quick ceat 

Of mortall fire: 

Who btow8itJQaLJK)r doth control! 

A faint dtfire. 

Lets his own aihes^ choke his foul. 

When th' elements did for ptacceoiMKil 

With him, whofe will 
Ordain'd the highefttobe beft; 

The earth r«rfiill. 
And by the others boppreft. 

Life is a bufineiTey not good cheer ; 

Ever in warres. 
The funne ftill fhineth there or here. 

Whereas the ftarres 
Watch an advantage to appearc. 

Oh that I were an Orenge-trce, 

That bufie plant! 

Then ihould lever laden be. 

And never want 

Some fruit for him that drefled me. 

But we are ftill too young or old; 

The man is gone. 
Before we do our wares unfold: 

So we freeze on, 
Untill the grave increafeour cold. 



f Deniall. 

TlTHen my devotions could not pierce 
^^ Thy filent eares; 

Then was my heart broken,as was my verfe: 
My breaft was full of fears 

And diforder: ^ My 



V s}lA^ 
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My bent thoughts^ like a brittle bow^ 

Didflie afunder: 
Each took his way; fome would to pleafures go. 
Some to the warres and thunder 
Of alarms. 

As good go any where^ they fay. 

As to benumme 
Both knees and hearty in crying night and day. 
Come y come y my Gody O (omey 
But no hearing. 

O that thou ihouldft give dufl a tongue 

To eric to thee. 
And then not heare it crying! all day long 
My heart was in my knee. 
But no hearing. 

Therefore my foul lay out of fight, 

Untun'd, unfbung: 
My feeble fpirit , unable to look right 
Like a nipt bloirome,hung 
Difcontented. 

O cheer and tune my heartleife breaft, 

Deferrenotime; 
That fo thy favours granting my requeft, 
They and my minde may chime. 
And mend my ryme. 



^ Chriftmas. 

ALl after pleafures as I rid one day, 
Myhorfe andI,both tir*d,bodie and minde, 
With full crie of affeflions, quite aftray; 
I took up in the next inne I could find. 

There 
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There when I came, whom found I but my deare. 
My deareft Lord, expe^ng till the grief 
Of pleafures brought me tohim^readie there 

To be all paflengers moil fweet relief? 

Thou, whofe glorious, yet contrafted light. 

Wrapt in nights mantle, Hole into a manger; 
Since my dark foul and brutifh is thy right, 
To Man of all beafb be not thou a ftranger: 

Fumifh & deck my foul, that thou mayil have 
A better lodging, then a rack, or grave. 

THe (hepherdsling; and (hall I filent be? 
My God, no h3nnne for thee? 
My foul's a fhepherd too; a flock it feeds ^^^ 

Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
The pafture is thy word: the ftreams, thy grace 

Enriching all the place. 
Shepherd and flock fhall iing, and all my pow6rs 

Out-fing the day-light houres. 
Then we will chide the funnefor letting night 

Take up his place and right: 
We iing one common Lord; wherefore he fhould 

Himfelf the candle hold. 

1 will go fearching, till I finde afunne 

Shall flay, till we have done; 
A willing fhiner, that fliall fhine as gladly. 

As frofl-nipt funnes look fadly. 
Then we will iing, and fhine all our own day. 

And one another pay: 
His beams ihall cheer mybreaft,and both fo twine. 
Till ev'n his beams fing, and my mufick fliine. 

D T Un- 
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f Ungratcfulneflc. 

LOrdy with what bountie and rare clemencie 
Hail thou redeemed us from the gra^e! 

If thou hadft let us runne, 
Gladly had man a(k>r'd the fniine. 
And thought his god moft brave; 
Where now we ihall be better gods then he. 

Thou hail but two rare cabinets full of treafure. 
The TrimHty and Incarnation: 

Thou haflunlockt them both^ 
And made them jewels to betroth 
The work of thy creation 
Unto thy felf in everlafting pleafure. 

The ibtelier cabinet is the TVinitiey 

Whofe fparkling light acceffe denies: 

Therefore thou doil not ihow 
This fully to us^ till death blow 
The duil into our eyes: 
For by that powder thou wilt make us fee. 

But all thy fweets are packt up in the other; 

Thy mercies thither flock and flow: 

That as the firil aiFrights, 
This may allure us with delights; 
Becaufe this box we know ; 
For we have all of us juil fuch another. 

But man is clofe^ refer v'd, and dark to thee: 
When thou demandeil but a hearty 

He cavils inflantly. 
In his poore cabinet of bone 

Smnes have their box apart. 
Defrauding thee, who gaveft two for one. 

1" Sighs 
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f Sighs and Grones. 

V^ Donotuleme 
After my finnes ! look not on my defert^ 
But on thy glorie ! then thou wilt reform 
And not re^fe me : for thou onely art ' 
The mightie God, but I a fillie worm; 

O do not bruife me ! 

O do not urge me ! 
For what account can thy ill fteward make ? 
I have abused thy flock, deftroy'd thy woods, 
Suckt all thy magazens: my head did ake, 
Till it found out how to confume thy goods: 

O do not fcourge me \ 

O do not blinde me \ 
I have deferv'd that an Egyptian night 
. Should thicken all my powers ; becaufe my luft 
Hath ftill fow'd £ig4eaves to exclude thy light: 
But I am frailtie, and already duft; 

O do not grindeme! 

O do not fill me 
With the tum'd viallof thy bitter wrath ! 
For thou haft other veiTels full of bloud, 
A part whereof my Saviour emptied hath, 
E^nunto death: fincehedi'dformygood, 

O do not kill me ! 

But O reprieve me ! 
For thou haft l^e and death at thy command; 
Thou art both Judge and Saviour, feaft and rod. 
Cordial/ ^nd Corrofive: put not thy hand 
Into the bitter box ; but O my God, 

My God, relieve me! 

D 2 f The 
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The Church. 
f The World. 



LOve built a fUtely houfe; where Fortune carnc^ 
And fpinning phanfies, (he was heard to fay^ 
That her fine cobwebs did fupport the frame : 
Whereas they were fupported by the fame : 
But Wifdome quickly fwept them all away. 



Then Pleafure czmt, who liking not the fafhion, 
Began to make BalconeSy Terraces, 
Till ihe had weakned all by alteration : 
But rev'rend laws, and mzny ^ proclamation 
Reformed all at length with menaces. 



Then entered Sinne, and with that Sycomore, 
Whofe leaves firft fheltred man from drought &dew. 
Working and winding flily evermore. 
The mward walls and Sommers cleft and tore: 
But Grace fhor'd thefe, and cut that as it grew. 



Then Sinne combin'd with ^eath in a firm band 
To rafe the building to the very iloore : 
Which they cffefted, none could them withftand. 
But Love and Grace took Glorie by the hand. 
And built a braver Palace then before. 



Coloff. ( 

1 
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Coloff. 3. 3. 
Our life is bid with Cbriji in God. 

1i^ iTwords & thoughts do both exprefle this notion^ 
^^ That Life hath with the fun a double motion. 
The fir ft // ftraight,and our diumall friend, 
The other /T/i/, and doth obliquely bend. 
One life is wrapt In ilefh , and tends to earth. 
The other winds towards /T/^^whofe happie birth 
Taught me to live here fo , That ftill one eye 
Should aim and ihoot at that which // on high : 
Qjiitting with daily labour all My pleafure. 
To gain at harveft an etemall Treafure. 



f Vanitic. 



T, 



He fleet Aftronomer can bore. 
And thred the fpheres with his quick-piercing minde : 
He views their ftations, walks from doore to doore. 

Survey s^as if he had dciign'd 
To make apurchafe there: he fees their dances. 

And knoweth long before. 
Both their fuU-e/d afpefb, and fecret glances. 

The nimble Diver with his fide 
Cuts through the working waves, that he may fetch 
His dearcly-eamed pearl, which God did hide 

On purpofe from the ventrous wretch; 
That he might fave his life, and alfo hers, 

Who with exceffive pride 
Her own deftrudtion and his danger wears. 

D 3 The 
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The fubtil Chymick can deveil 
And (hip the creature naked, till he finde 
The callow principles within their neil : 

There he imparts to them his minde. 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before 

They appeare trim and dreft 
To ordinarse fuitours at the doore. 

What hath not man fought out and found. 
But his deare God? who yet his glorious law 
Embofomes in us, mellowing the ground 

With fhowres and frofts, with love & aw. 
So that we need not fay, Where's this command ? 

Poore man, thou fearcheft round 
To finde out death, but mifleil life at hand. 



f Lent 

WElcome deare feaft of Lent : who loves not thee, 
He loves not Temperance, or Authoritie, 
But is compos'd of paffion. 
The Scriptures bid Msfafti the Church fayes, now : 
Give to thy Mother, what thou wouldfl allow 

To ev'ry Corporation. 

The humble foul compos'dof love and fear 
Begins at home, and layes the burden there. 

When doctrines difagree. 
He fayes,in things which ufe hath jufUy got, 
I am a fcandall to the Church, and not J 



The Qiurch is fo to me 



True 

k 
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True ChriilMBs fhould be glad of an occafion 
To ufe their temperance, fceking no evafion^ 

When good is feafonable; 
Unlefle Anthoritie^wliich fhould increafe 
The obligation in us ^make it lefTe, 

And Power it felfdifable. 

Befides the cleannefTe of fweet abftinence. 
Quick thoughts and motions at a fmall expenfe , 

A face not fearing light: 
Whereas in fulnefle there are fluttiih fumes, 
Sowre exhalations, and diihoneil rheumes. 

Revenging the delight. 

Then thofe fame pendant profits, which the fpring 
And Eafter intimate, enlarge the thing. 

And goodnefle of the deed. 
Neither ought other mens abufe of Lent 
Spoil the good ufe; left by that argument 

We forfeit all our Creed. 

It's true, we cannot reach Chrift's fortieth day; 
Yet to go put of that religious way. 

Is better then to reft: 
We cannot reach our Saviours puritie; 
Yet are we bid. Be My et^n as be. 

In both let's do our beft; 

Who goeth in the way which Chrift hath gone. 
Is much more fure to meet with him, then one 

That travelleth by-wayes: 
Perhaps my God, though he be farre before. 
May turn, and take me by the hand, and more 

May ftrengthen my decayes. 

D 4 Yet 
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Yet Lord iniba6^ us to improve our faft 
By ftarving iinne and taking fuch repaft, 

As may our faults con troll: 
That ev'ry man may revell at kis doore^ 
Not in his parlour; banquetting the poore. 

And among thofe his foul. 



f Vertuc. 

SWeet day,fo cool, fo calm, fo bright. 
The bridall of the earth and skie; 
The dew fhall weep thy fall to night; 

For thou muft die. 

Sweet rofe, whofe hue angrie and brave 
Bids the raih gazer wipe his eye: 
Thy root is ever in its grave. 

And thou muft die. • 

Sweet fpring, full of fweet dayes and rofes, 
A box where fweets compa6ied lie; 
My mufick fhows ye have your clofes. 

And all muft die. 

Onely a fweet and vertuous foul. 
Like feafon*d timber, never gives; 
But though the whole world turn to coal. 

Then chiefly lives. 



f The 
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f The Pearl. Matth. 1 3. 

I Know the wayes of learning; both the head 
And pipes that feed the preife, and make it runne; 
What reafon hath from nature borrowed. 
Or of it felf, like a good hufwife, fpunne 
In laws and policie; what the fUrres confpire, 
What willing nature fpeaks^ what forc'd by fire; 
Both th* old difcoveries, and the new-found feas. 
The ftock and furplus, caufe and hiftorie: 
All thefe ftand open, or T have the keyes: 

Yet I love thee. 

I know the wayes of honour, what maintains 
The quick returns of courtefie and wit: 
In vies of favours whether partie gains. 
When glorie fwells the heart, andmoldeth it 
To all expreffions both of hand and eye. 
Which on the world a true-love-knot may tie. 
And bear the bundle, wherefoe're it goes: 
How many drammes of fpirit there muil be 
To fell my life un to my friends or foes : 

Yet I love thee* 

I know the wayes of pleafure, the fweet ftrains. 
The lullings and the relifhes of it; 
The propofitions of hot bloud and brains; 
What mirth and muiickmean; what love and wit 
Have done thefe twentie hundred yeares, and more: 
I know the projefts of unbridled ftore: 
My ftuffe is flefh, not brafle; my fenfes live. 
And grumble oft, that they have more in me 
Then he that curbs them, being but one to fiyt\ 
t Yet I love thee. 

D5 I 
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I know all thefe, and ha\re them in my hand: 
Therefore not fealed. but ladth op en eyes 
I flie to xhee^ and fully'nndci ilan J. "^ 
Both the maiiTiale^ and tne commodities; 
And at what rate and price I have thy love; 
With all the circumftances that may move: 
Yet through the labyrinths, not my groveling wit. 
But thyj A twi ft Jet down from heav'n to me, 
Did both cbh*duft and teach me, how by it 

To climbe to thee. 



■ «■ 



f Afflidtion. 

BRokenin pieces all afunder. 
Lord, hunt me not, 
A thing forgot. 
Once a poore creature, now a wonder, 
A wonder tortur'd in the fpace 
Betwixt this world and that of grace. 

My thoughts are all a cafe of kn i ves. „ 
Wounding my heart 
With fcatter'd fmart. 
As watring pots give flowers their lives. 
Nothing their furic can controll. 
While they do wound and prick my foul. 

All my attendants are at flrife. 

Quitting their place 
\intomyface: 
Nothing performs the task of life : 

The elements are let loofe to fight. 
And while I live, trie out their right. 



Oh 
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Oh help, my God! let not their plot 
Kill them and me^ 
And alfo thee. 
Who art my lite: ciillolvethe knot. 

As the funne (catters by his light 
All the rebellions of the night. 

Then fliall thofe powers, which work for grief. 
Enter thy pay. 
And day by day 
Labour thy praife, and my relief; 

With care and courage building me. 
Till I reach heaven, and much mor« thee 



f Man. 

My God, I heard this day, 
That none doth build a ftately habitation. 
But he that means to dwell therein. . 
What houfe more (lately hath there been. 
Or can be, then is Man? to whofe creation 
All things are in decay 

For Man is ev*ry thing. 
And more: He is a tree, yet bears no fruit; 
A beaft, yet is, or fhould be more : 
Reafon and fpeech we onely bring. 
Parrats may thank us, if they are not mute. 
They go upon the fcore. 

Man is all fymmetrie, 
Full of proportions, one limbe to another. 
And all to all the world beiides: 
Each part may call the fartheft, brother: 
For head with foot hath private aoaitie. 

And both with moons and tides. 

Nothing 
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Nothing hath got fo farre, 
But Man hath caught and kept it> as his prey. 
His eyes difmount the higheft fbrre: 
He is in little all the fphere. ^^ 

Herbs gladly cure our flefli ; becaufe that they ' 

Finde their acquaintance there. 

For us the windes do blow, 
The earth doth reft, heav'n move, and fountains flow, j 
• Nothing we fee, but means our good, I 

As our delight y or as our treafure: 
The whole is, either our cupboard oi foody 
Or cabinet of pleafure^ 

The ftarres have us to bed; 
Night draws the curtain, which the funne withdraws; 
Mufick and light attend our head. 
All things unto our Jlejh are kinde 
In thei» defcent and heing\ to our minde 
In their a/cent and caufe. 

Each thing is full ofdutie: 
Waters united are our navigation; 
Diftinguifhed, our habitation; 
Below, our drink; above, our meat ; 
Both are our cleanlinelTe. Hath one fuch beautie? 
Then how are all things neat? 

More fervants wait on Man, 
Then he*l take notice of: in ev*ry path 

He treads down that which doth befriend him. 
When ficknefle makes him pale and wan. 
Oh mightie love ! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend him. 

Since 
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Since then^my God^thou haft 
So brave a Palace built ; O dwell in it. 

That it may dwell with theeatlaft! 
Till then,afford us fo much wit ; 
That, as the world ferves us, we may ferve thee. 

And both thy fervants be. 



^1 ■■iiiii n il ■■iiwiMi II III, m i , \0 



f Antiphon. 

C^^r.pRaifcd be the God of love, 
JL Men, Here below. 

Angels. And here above: 
Cbo. Who hath dealt his mercies fo, 
Ang, To his friend. 
Men. And to his foe ; 

Cho. That both grace and glorie tend 

Ang. Us of old. 

Men. And us in th'end. 
Ch9. The great fhepherd of the fold 

Ang. Us did make. 

Men. For us was fold« 

Cbo. He our foes in pieces brake ; 

Ang. Him we touch; 

Men. And him we take. 
Cbo. Wherefore fince that he is fuch , 

Ang. We adore, 

Men. And we do crouch. 

Cho. Lord, thy praifes fhould be more. 

Men, We have none, 

Ang. And we no ftore. 
Cbo. Praifed be the God alone. 

Who hath made of two folds one. 

% Un- 
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f Unkindnefle, 

LOrd^ make me coy and tender to offend : \ 

In friendfhipy firll I thinks if that agree^ 

Which I intend^ 
Unto my friends intent and end. 
I would not ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee. , 

I 
If any touch my friend, or his good name ; j 

It is my honour and my love to free 

His blafled fame 
From the lead fpot or thought of blame. 
I could not ufe a friend as I ufe Thee. 

My friend may fpit upon my curious fioore: 
Would he have gold? I lend it inftantly; 

But let the poore, \ 

,j\n d thou w ith JTi ^^f^rr^^^^^rt^. at doore. 
I cannot ufe a?nend , mI ufe Thee. 1 

When that my friend pretendeth to a place, 
I quit my intereft, and leave it free : 

But when thy grace 
Sues for my heart, I thee difplace, 
Nor would I ufe a friend as I ufe Thee. 

Yet can a friend what thou haft done fulfill ? 
O write in brafle, M^ God upon a tree 

His bloud did spill 
Onely to pur chafe my good-will: 
Yet ufe I not my fiestas I ufe thee. 

f Life 
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f Life. 

I Made a pofie^ while the day ran bjr: 
Here will I fmell my remnant out> and tie 

My life within this band. 
But time did becken to the flowers, and they 
By noon moft cunningly did ileal away. 

And withered in my hand. 

My hand was next to them,and then my heart: 
I took, without more thinking, in good part 

Times gentle admonition: 
Who did fo fweetly deaths fad tafte convey, 
Making my minde to fmell my fa tall day ; 

Yet fugringthefufpicion. 

Farewell deare flowers, fweetly your time ye fpent. 
Fit, while ye liv'd, for fmell or ornament , 

And after death for cures. 
I follow flraight without complaints or grief, 
Since if my fent be good, I care not, if 

It be as (hort as yours. 



f Submiffion. 

But that thou art my wifdome. Lord, 
And both mine eyes are thine, 
My minde would be extreamly ftirr'd 
For mifllng my defigne. 

Were it not better to beftow 
Some place and power on me? 

Then ftiould thy praifes with me grow. 
And ihare in my degree. 



But 
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But when I thus difpute and grieve^ 

I do refume my fight. 
And pilfring what I once did give» 

DiiTeize thee of thy right. 

How know I,if thou fhouldft me raife. 
That Ifhouldthen raife thee? 

Perhaps great places and the praife^ 
Donotfo well agree. 

Wherefore unto my gift I ftand ; 

I will no more advife : 
Onely do thou lend me a hand. 

Since thou haft both mine eyes. 



f Juftice. 

Jl Cannot skill of thefe thy wayes. 
Lord, thou didft ma\e me, yet tbou woundeft me ; 
Lord, thou doft wound me^et tbou doft relieve me: 
Lord, tbou relieveft,yet I die by tbee: 
Lord, tbou doft \illme^et tbou doft reprieve me. 

But when I mark my life and praife, 
Thy juftice me moft fitly payes : 
Yox, I do praife tbee, yet I praife tbee not: 
My prayers mean tbee^et my prayers ftr ay: 
I would do well, yet finne tbe band batb got : 
My fouldotb love tbee^et it loves delay, 
I cannot skill of thefe my wayes. 



*>^ 
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% Charms and Knots. 

Ho reade a chapter when they rife. 
Shall ne're be troubled with ill eyes. 
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A poore mans rod^ when thou doft ride. 
Is both a weapon and a guide. 

Who (huts his hand^ hath loft his gold: 
Who opens it, hath it twice told. 

Who goes to bed and doth not pray, 
Maketh two nights to ev'ry day. 

Who by afperiions throw a ftone 
At th' head of others, hit their own. 

Who looks on ground with humble eyes, 
Findes himfelf there, and feeks to rife. 

When th* hair is fweet through pride or luft. 
The powder doth forget the duft. 

Take one from ten , and what remains \ 
Ten ftiU, if fermons go for gains. 

In (hallow waters, heav'n doth (how; 
But who drinks on,to hell may go. 



n.wim^m^m 



f Afflidtion. 

jVLy God, I read this day. 
That planted Paradife was not fo firm. 
As was and is thy floting Ark; whofe (by 
And anchor thou art onely, to confirm 
And (bengthen it in ^y^xy age. 
When waves do rife,and tempefts rage. 

At firftwcliv*d in pleafure; 
Thine own delights thou didft to us impart: 
When we grew wanton,thou did'ft ufe difpleafurc 
To make us thine : yet that we might not part. 
As we at firft did board with thee. 
Now thou wouldft tafte our miferie. 
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There is but joy and grief; 
If either will convert us^ we afe thine: 
Some Angels us'd the firft; if our relief 
Take up the feccmd, then thy double line 

And fcv- rail baits in either kinde 

Furnifh thy table to thy minde. 

AfRidion then is ours; 
We are the trees, whom (baking failens more. 
While blufbing windes deftroy the wanton bowres. 
And ruffle all their curious knots and ftore. 
My God^ fo temper joy and wo. 
That thy bright beams may tame thy bow. 



Am 



f 



Mortification. 

fJOw foon doth man decay! 
When clothes are taken from a chcft of fweets 
To fwaddle infants, whofe young breath 

Scarce knows the way; 
Thofe clouts are little winding ftieets. 
Which do coniigne and fend them unto death. 

When boyes go firft to bed. 
They ftep into their voluntarie graves, 

Sleep bindes them faft; onely their breath 

Makes them not dead; 
Succeffive nights, like rolling waves. 
Convey them quickly, who are bound for death. 

When youth is frank and free. 
And calls for mufick, while his veins do Avell, 
All day exchanging mirth and breath, 
Incompanie; 
That mufick fummons to the knell. 
Which ihall befriend him at the houfe of death. 

When 
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When man grows ftaid and wife^ 
Getting a houfe and nome, where he may move 
VPlthin the circle of his breath. 

Schooling his eyes; 
That dumbe inclofure maketh love 
Unto the coffin, that attends his death. 

When age grows low and weak. 
Marking his grave, and thawing ev'ry yeare. 
Till all 4o melt, and drown his breath 

When he would fpeak; 
A chair or litter (hows the biere. 
Which fhall convey him to the houfe of death, 

Man, ere he is aware. 
Hath put together a folemnitie. 

And dreft his herfe, while he has breath 

Asyettofpare: 
Yet Lord, inftrudt us fo to die. 
That all thefe dyings may be life in death. 



i«»aMHHMi^Mf ^MiMMlMMi* ,1 



% Decay. 

CWeetwere the dayes, when thou didft lodge with 
^Struggle with Jacob, fit with Gideon, (Lot, 

Advife with Abraham, when thy power could not 
Encounter Mofes ftrong complaints and mone: 
Thy words were then,Z^/ me alone. 

One might have fought and found thee prefently 
At fome fair oak, or bu(h, or cave, or well : • * 
Is my God this wayf No, they would reply : 
He is to Sinai gone, as we heard tell : 

Lift, ye may heare great Aaron's bell. 

But 
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But now thou doft thy felf immure and clofe 
In fome one corner of a feeble heart : 
Where yet both Sinne and Satan, thy old foes. 
Do pinch and ftraiten thee, and ufe much art 

To gain thy thirds and little part. % 



I fee the world grows old, when as the heat ls^\ 

Of t-Vixr o-r^at Intr^ /»r»r*» (txt^ixA aa iti ot% tir« ^. >« , v 

Cold finne ftill forcing it, till it return, ^'^^4 



Of thy great love once fpread, as in an urn ^ - yo ^ 
Doth clofet up it felf, and ftill retreat, ^5 V^A' 



And calling Juftice, all things bum. s^ 



^^ 
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^ Miferie. 

LOrd, let the Angels praife thy name. 
Man is a foolifh thing, a fooliih thing. 
Folly and Sinne play all his game« 
His houfe ftill burns, and yet he &11 doth iing, 

Man is butgrajjiy 
He knows it,flltbeglaffe. 

How canft thou brook his fooliftinefle? 
Why he*l not lofe a cup of drink for thee: 

Bid him but temper his exceiTe; 
Not he : he knows, where he can better be;. 

As he will fwear. 
Then to ferve thee in fear. 

What ftrange pollutions doth he wed. 
And make his own? as if none knew, but he. 

No man (hall beat into his head. 
That thou within his curtains drawn canft fee: 

They are of cloth. 
Where never yet came moth. 

The 
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The beft of men^ turn but thy hand 
For one poor minute^ ftumble at a pinne: 

They would not have their aftions fcann'd^ 
Nor any forrow tell them that they finne^ 

Though it be fmall, 
And meafure not their fall. 

They quarrell thee , and would give over 
The bargain made to ferve thee: but thy love 

Holds them unto it^ and doth cover 
Their follies with the wing of thy milde Dove, 

Not fuFring thofe 
Who would^ to be thy foes. 

My God^ Man cannot praife thy name: 
Thou art all brightnefre,perfeft puritie; 

The funne holds down his head for (hame^ 
Dead with eclipfes^ when we fpeak of thee : 

How (hall infedtion 
Prefume on thy perfedion? 

As dirtie hands foul all they touchy 
And thofe things moft^ which are moft pure and fine ; 

So our clay hearts^ e v'n when we crouch 
To fing thy praifes> make them leffe divine. 

Yet either this, 
Or none thy portion is. 

Man cannot ferve thee; let him go. 
And ferve the fwine : there, there is his delight: 

He doth not like this vertue, no; 
Give him his dirt to wallow in all night: 

Thefe Preachers make 
His head to (hoot and ake. 



Oh 
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Oh foolifh man ! where are thine eyes? 
How haft thou loft them in a croud of cares? 
Thou puirft the rug, and wilt not rife. 
No not to purchafe the whole pack of ftarres: 

There let them ihine. 
Thou muft go deep, or dine. 

The bird that fees a daintie bowre 
Made in the tree, where fhe was wont to fit, 

Wonders and fings, but not his power 
Who made the arbour : this exceeds her wit. 

But Man doth know 
The fpring, whence all things flow: 

And yet/as though he knew it not, . 
His knowledge winks, and lets his humours reigne; 

They make his life a conftant blot. 
And all the bloud of God to run in vain. 

Ah wretch ! what verfe 
Can thy ftrange wayes rehearfe? 

Indeed at firft Man was a treafure, 
A box of jewels, ihop of rarities, 

A ring,whofc pofie was, Jkfy pleafure: 
He was a garden in a Paradife*. 

Glorie and grace 
Did crown his heart and face. 

But finne hath fooVd him. Now he is 
A lump of flefh, without a foot or wing 
To raife him to the glimpfe of bliife: 
A fick tofs'd veflTel, dafliing on each thing; 

Nay, his own ihelf : 
My God, I mean my felf. 

^ Jordan. 
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^ Jordan. 

WHen firft my lines of heavenly joyes made men- 
Such was their luftre^ they did fo ezcell^ (tion. 
That I fought out quaint words^ and trim invention; 
My thoughts began to bumifh/prout^and fwell^ 
Curling with metaphors a plain intention. 
Decking the fenfe, as if it were to fell. ^ (^ 

Thoufands of notions in my brain did runne> 

Offering their fervice, if I were not fped : 

I often blotted what I had begunne; 

This was not quick enough, and that was dead. 

Nothing could feem too rich to clothe the funne. 

Much lefTe thofe joyes which trample on his head|2^ 

As flames do work and winde, when they afcend. 
So did I weave my felf into the fenfe. 
But while I buftled, I might heare a friend, 
W)ii{i^rf How wide h aUtbis long ftetence ! 
Ihire is in love afweetneffe readie pentad: 
Copie out onely that ^ and fave expenfe. (P' 



mn 



^ Prayer. 

Op what an eafie quick accede. 
My bleiTed Lord, art thou! how fuddenly 

May our requefts thine eare invade! 
To fliew that ftate diflikes not eafineffe. 
If I but lift mine eyes, my fuit is made: 
Thou canft no more not heare, then thou canft die. 

Of 
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Of what fupreme almightie power 
Is thy great arm which fpans the eaftand wed, 

And tacks the centre to the fphere ! 
By it do all things live their meafur'd houre: 
We cannot ask the thing, which is not there. 
Blaming the fhallownefTe of our requefl. 

Of what unmeafurable love 
Art thou pofTeftyWho, when thou couldft not die, 

Wert fain to take our flefli and curfe, 
And for our fakes in perfon finne reprove. 
That by deftroying that which ty'd thy purfe, 
Thou mightft make way for liberalitie! 

Since then thefe three wait on thy throne, 
Eafe^ Power, and Love ; I value prayer fo. 

That were I to leave all but one. 
Wealth, fame, endowments, vertues, all (hould go; 
I and deare prayer would together dwell. 
And quickly gain, for each inch lofl, and ell. 



>i 



II Obedience. 

My God, if writings may 
Convey a Lordfhip any way 
Whither the buyer and the feller pleafe; 

Let it not thee difpleafe. 
If this poore paper do as much as they. 

On it my heart doth bleed 
As many lines, as there doth need 
To paffe it felf and all it hath to thee. 

To which I do agree. 
And here prefent it as my fpeciall deed. 



If 
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If that hereafter Pleafurc 
Cavil]^ and claim her part and meafure. 
As if this pafTed with a refervation, 

Offome fuch words in fafliion; 
I here exclude the wrangler from thy trcafure. 

O let thy facred will 
All thy delight in me fulfill! 
Let me not think an adtion mine own way^ 

But as thy love ihall fway, 
Refigning up the rudder to thy skill. 

Lord^ what is man to thee. 
That thou fhouldft minde a rotten tree? 
Yet iince thou canft not choofe but fee my adtions; 

So great are thy perfe£Uons, 
Thou mayft as well my adtions guide, as fee. 

Befides, thy death and bloud 
Show'd a ftrange love to all our good: 
Thy forrows were in eameft; no faint proffer. 

Or fuperficiall offer 
Of what we might not take, or be withftood. 

Wherefore I all forgo: 
To one word onely I fay. No: 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 

Ofagifi or donation. 
Lord, let it now by way of pur chafe go. 

He that will paffe jiis land, 
As I have mine, ma^ fet his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read; 

And make the purchafe fpread 
To both our goods, if he to it will ftana, 

E How 
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How happie were my part. 
If fome kinde man would thruft his heart 
Into thefe lines; till in heav'ns court of rolls 

They were by winged fouls 
Entred for both, farre above their defert! 
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^ Confciencc. 

I7 Eace pratler, do not lowre: 
Not a fair look, but thou dofl call it foul : 
Not a fweet di(h, but thou doft call it fowre: 
Mufick to thee doth howl. 
By liftning to thy chatting fears ^ 

I have both loft mine eyes and eares. ^ 

Pratler, no more, I fay: 
My thoughts muft work, but like a noifeleffe fphen 
Harmonious peace muft rock them all the day: 
No room for pratlers there. 
If thou periifteft, I will tell thee. 
That I have phyftck to expell thee* 

And the receit ihall be 
My Saviours bloud: when ever at his board 
I do but tafte it, ftraight it cleanfeth me. 
And leaves thee not a word; 
No, not a tooth or nail to fcratch, \>f- 
And at my adtions carp, or catch. , -y^' 

Yetifthoutalkeftftill, 
Befides my phyfick,know there's fome for thee: 
Some wood and nails to make a ftaffe or bill 
For thofe that trouble me: 
The bloudie croffe of my deare Lord 
Is both my phyftck and my fword. 

'..^•vtu. IF Sic 
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^ Sion. 

LOrdy with what glorie waft thou feiVd of old. 
When Solomons temple flood and flourifhed ! 
Where mofl things were of pureflgold; 
The wood was all embellilhed 
With flowers and carvings; myfticall and rare: 
All (how'd the builders, crav'd the feers care. 

Yet all this glorie^all this pomp and fUte 

Did not afle£l thee much, was not thy aim; 
Something there was, that fow'd debate: 
Wherefore thou quitt'ft thy ancient claim: 

And now thy Architefturc meets with finnc ; 

For all thy frame and fabrick is withiiu 

There thou art fhiiggling with a peevilh heart. 
Which fometimes croiTeth thee, iJiou fometimes it: 

The fight is hard on either part. 

Great God doth fight, he doth fubmit. 
All Solomons fea of braffe and world of flone 
Is not fo deare to thee as one good grone 

And truly braiTe and ftones are heavie things, 
Tombes for the dead,not temples fit for thee : 

But grones are quick, and full of wings. 

And all their motions upward be; 
And ever as they mount, like larks they fing; 
The note is fad, yet mufick for a king. 

^ Home. 

COme Lord, my head doth bum, my heart is fiek. 
While thou dofi ever, ever fUy : 
Thy Icmg deferrings wound me to the quick. 
My fpirit gafpeth night and diiy. 
O fhew thy felf to me. 
Or take me up to thee! 

£ 2 How 
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^ y. How canft thou ftay, confidering the pace 
^' [\ The bloud did make^ which thou did'il waftc? 

When I behold it trickling down thy face, 
I never faw thing make fuch hafte. 
O Ihow thy felf to me. 
Or take me up to thee! 

When man was loft, thy pitie lookt about ' 
To fee what help in th' earth or skie: 

But there was none ; at lead no help without : 
The help did in thy bofome lie. 
Ofhowthy, &c. 

There lay thy fonne : and muft he leave that neft. 
That hive of fweetnefle, to remove 

Thraldome from thofe , who would not at a feaft 
Leave one poore apple for thy love? 
O fliow thy, &c. 

He did,he came: O my Redeemer deare. 
After all this canft thou be ftrange? 

So many yeares baptiz'd, and not appeare? 
As if thy love could fail or change. 
O ihow thy, &c. 

Yet if thou ftayeft ftill, why muft I ftay? 

My God, what is this world to me? 
This world of wo ? hence all ye clouds, away. 
Away; I muft get up and fee, 
O ftiow thy, &c. 

What is this weary world; this meat and drink, 
That chains us by the teeth fo faft? 

What is this woman-kinde, which I can wink 
Into a blackneife and diftafte? 
O Ihow thy, &c. 

With 



The Church. loi 

With one fmall figh thou gav^ft me th' other day 

I blafted all the joyes about me : 
And fcouling on them as they pin'd away. 

Now come again, faid I, and flout me. 
O fhow thy felf to me. 
Or take me up to thee! 

Nothing but drought and dearth, but bufh and brake. 

Which way fo-e're I look, I fee. 
Some may dream merrily, but when they wake. 

They drefTe themfelves and come to thee 
O fhow thy, &c. 

We talk of harvefls; there are no fuch things. 
But when we leave our corn and hay: 

There is no fruitfuU yeare, but that which brings 
The laft and lov'd, though dreadfuU day. 
O fhow thy, &c. 

Ohloofe this frame, this knot of man untie! 

That my free foul may ufe her wing. 
Which now is pinion'd with mortalitie. 

As an intangled, hamper'd thing. 
O fhow thy, &c. 

What have I left, that I fhould flay and grone/ 
The mofl of me to heav'n is fled : 

My thoughts and joyes are all packt up and gone. 
And for their old acquaintance plead. 
O fhow thy, &c. 

Come dearefl Lord, pafTe not this holy feafon. 
My flcfh and bones and joynts do pray : 

And ev*n my verfc, when by the rymc and reafon 
The word is,Sfay, fayes ever. Come. 
O fhow thy, &c. 

E 3 f The 
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T The Britifh Church. 

I Joy, deai e Mother, when I view 
Thy perfed lineaments, and hue 

Both fweet and bright 

Beautie in thee takes up her place. 
And dates her letters from thy face. 

When Ihe doth write. 

A fine afpeft in fit aray, 

N either too mean, nor yet too gay. 

Shows who is beft. 

Outlandiih looks may not compare : 
For all they either painted are. 

Or elfeundreft. 

She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all, in hope to be 

By her preferr'd. 

Hath kifs'd fo long her painted fhrines. 
That ev'n her face by killing fhines. 

For her reward. 

She in the valley is fo (hie 

Of dreifing, that her hair doth lie 

About her eares : 

While ihe avoids her neighbours pride. 
She wholly goes on th'other fide. 

And nothing wears. 

But deareft Mother, (what thofe mifie) 
The mean thy praife and glorle is. 

And long may be, 

BlefTed be God, whofe love it wa» 
To double-moat thee with his grace. 

And none but thee. V The 
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f The Quip, 

THe merrie worid did on a day 
With his train-bands and mates agree 
To meet together^ where I lay. 
And all in fport to geere at me. 

Firft, Beautie crept into a rofe. 
Which when I pluckt not. Sir, faid (he. 
Tell me, I pray^Whofe hands are thofe? 
But thou (halt anfwer. Lord, for me. 

Then Money came, and chinking f^l. 
What tune is this, poore man ? faid he: 
I heard in Muiick you had skill. 
But thou fhalt anfwer. Lord, for me. 

Then came brave Glorie puffing by 
In filks that whiftled, who bvt he? 
He fcarce allowed me half an eie. 
But thou fhalt anfwer. Lord, for me. 

Then came quick Wit and Converfation , 
And he would needs a comfort be. 
And, to be fhort, make an oration. 
But thou fhalt anfwer. Lord, for me. 

Yet when the houre of thy defigne 
To anfwer thefe fine things fhall come; 
Speak not at large, fay, I am thine: 
And then they have their anfwer home. 

E 4 f Vanitie. 
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% Vanitie. 

POore filly foul, whofe hope and head lies low; 
Whofe flat delights on earth do creep and grow 
To whom the ftarres (hine not fo fair, as eyes; 
Nor folid work, as falfe embroyderies; 
Heark and beware, left what you now do meafure 
And write for fweet, prove a moft fowre difpleafur< 

O heare betimes, left thy relenting 

May come too late! 
To purchafe heaven for repenting, 

Is no hard rate. 
If fouls be made of earthly mold. 
Let them love gold; 
If born on high. 
Let them unto their kindred flie: 
For they can never be at reft. 
Till they regain their ancient neft. 
Then filly foul take heed; for earthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 
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^ The Dawning. 

A Wake fad heart, whom forrow ever drowns; 
Take up thine eyes, which feed on earth; 
Unfold thy forehead gather'd into frowns: 
Thy Saviour comes, and with him mirth: 

Awake, awake; 
And with a thankfull heart his comforts take. 
But thou doft ftill lament, and pine, and eric; 
And feel his death, but not his vidlorie. 
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Arife fad heart; if thou doft not withftand, 

Chrifls refurredlion thine may be: 
Do not by hanging down break from the hand. 

Which as it rifeth, raifeth thee : 

Arife, arife; 
^d with his buriall-linen dric thine eyes : (grief 

Chrifl left his grave-clothes, that we mightjwhen-^ 

Draws tears, or bloud,not want an handkerchief. 
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f Jesu. 

JE S U is in my heart, his facred naihe 
Is deeply carved there : but th'other week 
\ great affliftion broke the little frame, 
2v'n all to pieces: which I went to feek: 
\nd firft I found the comer, where was y, 
\fter, where E S, and next where V was graved. 
iVhen I had got thefe parcels, inftantly 
I fat me down to fpell them, and perceived 
That to my broken heart he was lea/eyou, 

And to my whole h^ESV. 
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f Bufmeffe. 

CAnft be idle? canft thou play, 
Foolifh foul who finn'd to day / 

Rivers run, and fprings each one 
ECnow their home, and get them gone: 
Elaft thou tears, or haft thou none f 

ff, poore foul, thou haft no tears; 
Would thou hadft no faults or fear^ ! 
Who hath thefe, thofc ill forbears. 

E 5 Windes 
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Windes ftill work : it is their plot. 
Be the feafon cold, or hot: 
Haft thou iighs, or haft thou not? 

If thou haft no fighs or grones. 
Would thou hadft no flefh and bones/ 
Lefler pains fcape greater ones 

But if yet thou idle be, 
Foolifh foul. Who di'd for thee ? 

Who did leave his Fathers throne. 
To aftume thy flefh and bone; 
Had he life, or had he none? 

If he had not liv'd for thee. 
Thou hadft di*d moft wretchedly ; 
And two deaths had been thy fee. 

He fo farre thy good did plot. 
That his own felf he forgot. 
Did he die, or did he not? 

If he had not di*d for thee. 

Thou hadft liv'd in miferie. 

Two lives worfe then ten deaths be. 

And hath any fpace of breath 
'Twixt his finnes and Saviours death ? 

He that lofeth gold, though droffe. 
Tells to all he meets, his crofTe: 
He that finnes, hath he no lofTe ? 

He that findes a filver vein. 
Thinks on it, and thinks again : 
Brings thy Saviours death no gain? 

Who in heart not ever kneels 
Neither finne nor Saviour feels. 
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% Dialogue. 

SWeeteft Saviour, if my foul 
Were but worth the havmg. 
Quickly fliould I then controll 
Any thought of waving. 
But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To thy wretch fo full of ftains; 
What delight or hope remains? 

What ( cbilde) is the ballance tbiue. 

Thine tbepoife andmeafure? 
If I fay, Tboujbah be mines 

Finger not my treafure. 
What the gains in having thee 
1>o amount to, onely he. 
Who for man was fold, canfee\ 
That transferred tU accounts to me. 

But I can fee no merit , 

Leading to this favour.* 
So the way to fit me for it. 

Is beyond my favour. 
As the reafon then is thine; 
So the way is none of mine: 
I difclaim the whole defigne: 
Sinne difclaims and I reiigne. 

Tlfat is all, if that I could 

Get without repining\ 
And my clay my creature would 

Follow myrefgning. 
That as I did freely part 
With myglorie anddefett. 
Left all joy es to feel allfmart — 

Ah / no more : thou break'ft my heart. 

ir Dulncffe 
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^ Dulnefle. 

W^Hy do I languifh thus, drooping and dull. 

As if I were all earth? 
O give me quicknefTe, that I may with mirth 

Praife thee brim-full ! 

Th^ wanton lover in a curious Ibain 

Can praife his faireftfair; 
And with quaint metaphors her curled hair 

Curl oVe again. 

Thou art my lovclinefle, my life, my light, 

Beautie alone to me: 
Thy bloudy death and undeferv'd, makes thee 

Pure red and white. 

When all perfe£lions as but one appeare. 

That thofe thy form doth fhow. 
The very duft, where thou doft tread and go. 

Makes beauties here ; 

Where are my lines then? my approaches? views? 

Where are my window fongs? 
Lovers are ftill pretending, & ev*n wrongs 

Sharpen their Mufe: 

But I am loft in ilefh, whofe fugred lyes 

Still mock me, and grow bold: 
Sure thou didft put a minde there , if I could 

Finde where it lies. 

Lord, cleare thy gift, that with a conftant wit 

I may but look towards thee: 
Loo\ onely; for to love thee, who can be. 

What angel fit ? 

IT Love-joy, 
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f Love-joy. 

As on a window late I caft mine eye, 
I faw a vine drop grapes with J and C 
Anneal'd on every bunch. One (landing by 
Ask'd what it meant. I (who am never loth 
To fpend my iudgement) faid, It feem'd to me 
To be the bodie and the letters both 
Of Joy and Cbaritie. Sir, you have not mifs'd, 
The man reply'd ; It figures JESVS CHRIS T. 

/ f Providence. 

O Sacred Providence,who from end to end 
Strongly and fweetly moveft! fhall I write. 
And not of thee, through whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill? (hall they not do thee right? 

Of all the creatures both in fea and land 
Onely to Man thou haft made known thy wayes, 
And put the penne alone into his hand. 
And made him Secretarie of thy praife. 

Beafts fain would (ing; birds dittie to their notes; 
Trees would be tuning on their native lute 
To thy renown : but all their hands and throats 
Are brought to Man, while they are lame and mute. 

Man is the worlds high Prieft: he dothprefent 

The facrifice for all; while they below 

Unto the fervice mutter an a(rent. 

Such as fprings ufe that fall,and windes that blow. 

He that to praife and laud thee doth refrain. 
Doth not refrain unto himfelf alone. 
But robs a thoufand who would praife thee fain. 
And doth commit a world of finne in one. The 
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The beafts fay. Eat me :but^if bea& muft teach^ 
The tongue is yours to eat^ but mine to praife. 
The trees fa/jPuU me: but the hand you ftretch. 
Is mine to write , as it is yours to raife. 

Whercfore,moft facred Spirit,! here prefent 
For me and all my fellows praife to thee : 
And juft it is that I fhould pay the rent, 
Becaufe the benefit accrues to me. 

We all acknowledge both thy power and love 
To be exad,tranfcendent,and divine; 
Who doft fo ftrongly and fo fweetly move. 
While all things have their will,yet none but thine. 

For either thy commandy or xhy permiffhH 
Lay hands on all :they are thy right and left. 
The firft puts on with fpeed and expedition; 
The other curbs iinnes ftealing pace and theft 

Nothing efcapes them both; all muft appeare. 
And be difpos'd,and drefs'd,and tun'd by thee. 
Who fweetly temper'ft all. If we could heare 
Thy skill and art, what muiick would it be! 

Thou art in fmall things great, nor fmall in any : 
Thy even praife can neither rife, nor fall. 
Thou art in all things one, in each thing many: 
For thou art infinite in one and all. 

Tempers are calm to thee; they know thy hand. 
And hold it faft,as children do their fathers. 
Which crie and follow. Thou haft made poore fand 
Check the proud fea,ev'n when it fwells and gathers. 

Thy cupboard ferves the world : the meat is fct. 
Where all may reach :no beaft but knows his feed. 
Birds teach us hawking; fifhes have their net: 
The great prey on the leiTe, they on fome weed. 

Nothing 
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Nothing ingendred doth prevent his meat: 
Flics have their table fpread,ere they appeare. 
Some creatures have in winter what to eat; 
Others do fleep^and envie not their cheer. 

How finely doft thou times and feafons fpin^ 
And make a twill checker'd with night and day! 
Which as it lengthens windes^and windes us in^ 
As bouls go on, but turning all the way. 

Each creature hath a wifdome for his good. 
The pigeons feed their tender off-fpring^crying. 
When they are callow; but withdraw their food 
When they are fledge^that need may teach tne flying. 

Bees work for man ; and yet they never bruifd 
Their mailers ilower^but leave it^having done. 
As fair as ever, and as fit to ufe ; 
So both the flower doth flay, and hony run. 

Sheep eat the grafle, and dung the ground for more : 
Trees after bearing drop their leaves for foil: 
Springs vent their ftreams^ and by expenfe get ilore: 
Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boil. 

Who hath the vertue to expreiTe the rare 
And curious vertues both of herbs and flones? 
Is there an herb for that ? O that thy care 
Would (how a root, that gives ezpreffions! 

And if an herb hath power, what have the ftarres? 
A rofe,befides his beautie, is a cure. 
DoubtleiTe our plagues and plentie, peace and warres 
Are there much furer then our art is fure. 

Thou hafl hid metals -.man may take them thence; 
But at his peril! : when he digs the place, 
He makes a grave; as if the thing had fenfe. 
And threatncd man,that he (hould fill the fpace. 

E/n 
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Ev'n poyfon's praife thee. Should a thing be lofl.^ 
Should creatures want for want of heed their due? 
Since where are poyfons^ antidots are moil: 
The help ftands clofe, and keeps the fear in view. 

The fea^ which feems to ftop the traveller^ 
Is by a fhip the fpeedier pafTage made. 
The windes^who think they rule the mariner. 
Are rul'd by him^and taught to ferve his trade. 

And as thy houfe is full , fo I adore 

Thy curious art in marfhalling thy goods. 

The hills with health abound ;the vales with (lore; 

The South with marble ;North with furres & woods. 

Hard things are glorious;eafie things good cheap. 
The common all men have; that which is rare. 
Men therefore feek to have, and care to keep. 
The healthy frofts with fummer-fruits compare. 

Light without winde is glafTe : warm without weight 
Is wooU and furres: cool without clofenelTe^fhade: 
Speed without pains, a horfe: tall without height, 
A fervile hawk: low without lofle, a fpade. 

All coun treys have enough to ferve their need : 
If they feek fine things,thou doll make them run 
For their offence; and then doft turn their fpeed 
To be commerce and trade from funne to funne. 

Nothing wears clothes, but Man ; nothing doth need 
But he to wear them. Nothing ufeth fire. 
But Man alone, to fhow his heav'nly breed: 
And onely he hath fuell in defire. 

When th* earth was dry,thou mad'ft a fea of wet : 
Whe that lay gather'd,thou didft broach the moii tains : 
When yet fome places could no moiflure get, (tains. 
The windesgrewgard'ners,and the clouds good foun- 

Rain 



> 
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Rain^do not hurt my flowers ; but gently fpend 
Your hony drops : prefle not to fmell them here : 
When they are ripe, their odour will afcend, 
And at your lodging with their thanks appeare. 

How harfh are thorns to pears! and yet they make 
A better hedge, and need leiTe reparation. 
How fmooth are filks compared with a ftake. 
Or with a ftone! yet make no good foundation. 

Sometimes thou dofl divide thy gifts to man. 
Sometimes unite. The Indian nut alone 
Is clothing,meat and trencher,drink and kan, 
Boat,cable,fail and needle, all in one. 

Moft herbs that grow in brooks,are hot and dry. 
Cold fruits warm kernells help againft the winde. 
The lemmons juice and rinde cure mutually. 
The whey of milk doth loofe^the milk doth binde. 

Thy creatures leap not, but exprefle a feaft. 
Where all the gueds fit clofe, and nothing wants. 
Frogs marry fiih and flefh; bats,bird and beaft ; 
Sponges,non-fenfeandfenfe;mines,th' earth &plants. 

To fhow thou art not bound, as if thy lot 
Were worfe then ours; fometimes thou fhiftcfl hands. 
Moft things move th* under-jaw;the Crocodile not. 
Moft things deep lying ;th' Elephant leans or ftands. 

But who hath praife enoughhiay who hath any ? 
None can exprefle thy works,but he that knows them : 
And none can know thy works, which are fo many. 
And fo complete, but onely he that owes them. 

All things that are,though they have fev'rall waycs. 
Yet in their being joyn with one advife 
To honour thee : and fo I give thee praife 
In all my other hymnes, but in this twice. 

Each 
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Each thing that is, although in ufe and name 
It go for one, hath many wayes in itore 
To honour thee; and fo each hymne thy fame 
ExtoUeth many wayes, yet this one more. 



mfamma^^^^^mmmmmmmma^mmmmmmmmmtmmammmmm 



f Hope. 

I Gave to Hope t watch of mine: but he 
An anchor gave to me. 
Then an old prayer-book I did prefent : 

And he an optick fent. 
With that I gave a viall full of tears: 

But he a few green eares : 
Ah Loyterer! Tie no more,no more Tie bring: 

I did ezpe£t a ring. 

f Sinnes round. 

SOrrie I am, my God, forrie I am. 
That my offences courfe it in a ring. 
My thoughts are working like a buiie fiame^ 
Untill their cockatrice they hatch and bring: 
And when they once have perfedted their draughts. 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 

My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 

Which fpit it forth like the Sicilian hill. 

They vent the wares,and pafle them with their faults 

And by their breathing ventilate the ill. 

But words fuffice not j where are lewd intentions: 

My hands do joyn to finifli the inventions. 

My hands do joyn to finifli the inventions: 

And To my finnes afcend three flories high. 

As Babel grew, before there were diflentions. 

Yet ill deeds loyter not; for they fupplie 

New thoughts of finning :wherefore,to my fliame, 

Sorrie I am, my God,forrie I am. IF Time. 
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MEcting with Time, flack thing, faid I, 
Thy iithe is dull ; whet it for fliame. 
No marvell Sir, he did replie. 
If it at length deferve fome blame: 

But where one man would have me grinde it, 
Twentie for one too iharp do finde it. 

Perhaps fome fuch of old did pafle. 

Who above all things lov'd this life; 

To whom thy fithe a hatchet was. 

Which now is but a pxaning-4nife. 

Chrifts coming hath made man thy debter. 
Since by thy cutting he grows bettor. 

And in his blefling thou art bleft: 
For where thou onely wert before 
An executioner at hdk ; 
Thou art a gard'ner now, and mort^. 

An ufher to convey our fouls 

Beyond the utmoft ftarres and poles. 

And this is that makes life fo long. 
While it detains us from our God. 
Ev'n pleafures here increafe the wrong. 
And length of dayes lengthen the rod. 

Who wants the plaoe,wheie God doth dwd]. 

Partakes already half of hdil. 

Of what ftrange length muft that needs be. 

Which ev'n etemitie excludes! 

Thus farre Time heard:riBe patiently:. 

Then chafing faid. This man deludes: 
What do I here be^bre his daoref 
He doth not crave lefie iime , but more; 

f Grate* 
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f Gratefulnefle. 

npHou that haft giv^n fo much to me^ 
^ Give one thing more,a grateful! heart* '^ 

See how thy beggar works on thee 

By art. 

He makes thy gifts occafion more ^ 
And fayes. If he in this be croft. 
All thou haft giv'n him heretofore 

Is loft. 

But thou didft reckon, when at firft 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave. 
What it would come to at the worft 

To fave. 

Perpetuall knockings at thy doore. 
Tears fullying thy tranfparent rooms. 
Gift upon gift,much would have more, ^ 

And comes. 

I 

This not withftanding, thou wentft on, 
And didft allow us all our noife : 
Nay thou haft made a iigh and grone 

Thy joyes. 

Not that thou haft not ftill above 
Much better tunes, then grones can make; 
But that thefe countrey-aires thy love 

Did take. 

Wherefore I crie, and crie again ; ' 

And in no quiet canft thou be, ' 

Till I a thankfull heart obtain ! 

Of thee: \ 

Not 
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Not thankfully when it pleafeth me; 
As if thy blefsings had fpare dayes: 
But fuch a heartjwhofe pulfe may be 

Thypraife. 



^ Peace. 

SWeet Peacc,whcre doft thou dwell?I humbly crave. 
Let me once know. 
I fought thee in a fecret cave, 
And ask'd, if Peace were there. 
A hollow winde did feem to aufwer. No: 

Go feek elfewhere^ 

I did; and going did a rainbow note: 

Surely, thought I, 
This is the lace of Peaces coat: 
I will fearch out the matter. 
But while I lookt, the clouds immediately 

Did break and fcatter. 

Then went I to a garden , and did fpy 

A gallant flower. 
The crown Imperiall:Sure,faid I, 
Peace at the root muft dwell. 
But when I digg'd, I faw a worm devoure 

What ihow'd fo well. 

At length I met a lev'rend good old man. 

Whom when for Peace 
I did demand; he thus began: 
There was a Prince of old 
At Salem dwelt,who liv'd with good increafe 

Of flock and fold. 

He 
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He fwcctly liv*d; yet fWectncflc did not imtt 

His life from foes. 
But after death out of hia grave 

There fprang twelve ftalks of wheat: 
Which many wondring at« got fome of thofe 

To plant and fet. 

It profper'd ftrangely, and did foon difperfe 

Through all the earth : 
For they that tafte it do rehearfe, 
Xl^at vertue lies therein^ 
A fecret vertue bringing peace and mirth 

By flight of iinne. 

Take of this grain^ which in my garden grows^ 

And grows for you; 
Make bread of it : and that repofc 
And peace which ev'ry where 
With fo much eameftneileyou dopurfue. 

Is onely there. 



O 



f Confcffion. 



What a cunning gueft ^ 

Is this fame grief! within my heart I made 

Clofets; and in them many a cheft; 

And like a mafter in my trade^ 
In thofe cheils^ boxes ^in each box, a till: 
Yet grief knows all^ and enters when he will. 

No feme, no piercer can* 
Into a piece of timber work and winde. 
As Gods affliftions into man. 
When he a torture hath dcfign'd. 
They are too fubtill for the fubt'lleft hearts; 
And ^1, like rheames, upon the tendreft parts. 

We 
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We are the earth; and they, 
Like moles within us^ heave, and call about: 
And till they foot and clutch their prey. 
They never cool, much lefle give out, 
No fmith can make fuch locks, but they have keyes: 
Clofets are halls to them; and hearts, high-wayes. 

Onely an open breaft 
Doth fhut them out, fo that they cannot enter; 
Or, if they enter, cannot reft, 
But quickly feek fome new adventure. 
Smooth open hearts no fafhiing have; but fidlion 
Doth give a hold and handle to afflidion. 

Wherefore my faults and iinnes. 
Lord, I acknowledge; take thy plagues away: 

For fince confeifion pardon winnes, 

I challenge here the brighteft day. 
The cleareft diamond: let them do their beft, 
They fhall be thick and cloudie to my breaft. 



f Giddinefle. 

OH, what a thing is man! how farre from power,. 
From fetled peace and reft! 
He is fome twentie fev'rall men at leaft 
Each fev'rall houre. 

One while he counts of heav'n, as of his treafurc: 
But then a thought creeps in. 

And calls him coward, who for fear of finne 
Willlofe apleafure. 

Now 
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Now he will fight it out, and to the warres; 

Now eat his bread in peace, 
And fnudge in quiet: now he fcoms increafe; 

Now all dayfpares. 

He builds a houfe, which quickly down mull go. 

As if a whirlwinde blew 
Andcrufhtthe building: and it's partly true. 

His minde is fo. 

O what a fight were Man, if his attires 
Did alter with his minde; 

And like a Dolphins skinne, his clothes combined 
With his defires! 

Surely if each one faw anothers heart. 

There would be no commerce. 

No fale or bargain pafTe : all would difperfe. 
And live apart. 

Lord, mend or rather make us : one creation 

Will not fuffice our turn : 
Except thou make us dayly, we ihall fpurn 

Our own Salvation. 



% The bunch of grapes. 

JOy, I did lock thee up: but fome bad man 
Hath let thee out again : 
And now, me thinks, I am where I began 
Sev'n yeares ago : one vogue and vein. 
One aire of thoughts ufurps my brain. 
I did toward Canaan draw; but now I am 
Brought back to the Red fea, the fea of ihame. 
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For as the Jews of old by Gods command 

Traveird, and faw no town : 
So now each Chriftian hath his journeys fpann'd: 

Their ftorie pennes and fets us down. 

A (ingle deed is fmall renown. 
Gods works are wide^ and let in future times; 
His ancient juftice overflows our crimes. 

Then have we too our guardian fires and clouds; 

Our Scripture-dew drops faft: 
We have our fands and ferpents, tents and flirowds; 

Alas ! our murmurings come not laft. 

But where's the clufter? where's the tafle 
Of mine inheritance ? Lord, if I muft borrow, 
Let me as well take up their joy ,as forrow. 

But can he want the grape, who hath the wine ? 

I have their fruit and more. 
Blefled be God, who profper d Noahs vine. 

And made it bring forth grapes good ftore. 

But much more him I mufl adore, 
Who of the laws fowre juice fweet wine did make, 
Ev'n God himfelf, being prefled for my fake. 



tiwa^mm^^immmm^mm^mm,m 



^ Love unknown. 

DFare Friend, fit down, the tale is long and fad: 
And in my fain tings I prefume your loue 
Will more compile, then help. A Lord I had. 
And have, of whom fome grounds which may im- 
I hold for two lives, aud both lives in me. (prove. 
To him I brought a difh of fruit one day, 
And in the middle plac'd my heart. But he 

( I figh to fay ) 
F Lookt 
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Lookt on a feniant, who did know his eye 

Better then you know me« or ( which is one ) 

Then I my (elf. The fervant infhmtly 

Quitting the fruit , feiz'd on my heart alone. 

And threw it in a font, wherein did fall 

A ftream of bloud, which iflu'd from the fide 

Of a great rock: I well remember all , 

And have good caufe : there it was dipt and di'd, 

And wafht, and wrung: the very wringing yet 

Enforceth tears. Your heart was fouly I fear. 

Indeed 'tis true. I did and do commit 

Many a fault more then my leafe will bear; 

Yet flill askt pardon, and was not deni'd. 

But you ihall heare. After my heart was well, 

And clean and fair, as I one even-tide 

(Ifightotcll) 
Walkt by my felf abroad, I faw a large 
And fpacious fomace flaming, and thereon 
A boyling caldron, round about whofe verge 
Was in great letters fet AFFLIC TION, 
The greatneffe fhew'd the owner. So I went 
To fetch a facrifice out of my fold. 
Thinking with that, which I did thus prcfent. 
To warm his love, which I did fear grew cold. 
But as my heart did tender it, the man 
Who was to take it from me, ilipt his hand. 
And threw my heart into a fcalding pan; 
My heart, that brought it ( do you underftand? ) 
The offerers heart. Tour heart was harJ, I fear. 
Indeed 'tis true. I found a callous matter 
Began to fpread and to expatiate there: 
But with a richer drug, then fcalding water, 
I bath'd it often, ev'n with holy bloud. 
Which at a board, while many drunk bare wine, 
A friend did fteal into my cup for good, 
Ev'n taken inwardly , and moft divine 

To 
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To fupple hardnelTes. But ac the length 
Out of the caldron getting, foon I fled 
Unto my houfe, where to repair the ftrength 
Which I had loft, I hafted to my bed. 
But when I thought to deep out all thefe faults 

(I fightofpeak) 
I found that fome had ftulTd the bed with thoughts, 
I would fay thorns. Deare, could my heart not break. 
When with my pleafures ev^n my reft was gone ? 
Full well I underftoody who had been there: 
For I had giv'n the key to none, but one: 
It muft be he. Tour heart was dully I fear. 
Indeed a flack and fleepie ftate of minde 
Did oft pofleffe me, fo that when I pray'd. 
Though my lips went, my heart did ftay behinde. 
But all my fcores were by another paid. 
Who took the debt upon him. Truly y Friend, 
For ought I heare^your Mafterjhows to you 
More favour then you wot of Mar\ the end. 
The Font didonely^what was old, renew : 
The Caldron fuppledy what was grown too bard: 
The Thorns did quicken, what was grown too dull: 
All did but ftrive to mend, what you had mar r^ d. 
Wherefore be cheered, andpraife him to the full 
Each day, each houre, each moment of the wceJ^ 
Who fain would have you be, new, tender, quic\. 



H 



^ Mans medley. 

Earky how the birds do flng. 
And woods do ring. 
All creatures have their joy: and man hath his. 
Yet if we rightly meafure. 

Mans joy and pleafure 
Rather hereafter, then in prefent, is. 

Fi To 
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To this life things of fenfe 

Make their pretence: 
In th'other Angels have a right by birth : I 

Man ties them both alone^ ^ 

And makes them one^ 
With th'one hand touching heav'n^ with th'other earth. 

In foul he mounts and flies. 
Inflefhhe dies. 
He wears a fhiflTe whofe thread is courfe and round. 
But trimm'd with curious lace^ 
And ihould take place 
After the trimming^not the ftuiFe and ground. 

Not, that he may not here 
Tafte of the cheer. 
But as birds drink, and ftraight lift up their head. 
So muft he iip and think 

Of better drink . 

He may attain to, after he is dead. 

But as his joyes are double; 
So is his trouble. . 
He hath two winters, other things but one: 
Both frofts and thoughts do nip. 
And bite his lip ; 
And he of all things fears two deaths alone . 

Yet ev^n the greateft griefs 
May be reliefs. 
Could he but take them right, and in their wayes. 
Happic is he, whofe heart 
Hath found the art 
To turn his double pains to double praife. 

^ The 
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f The Storm. 

IF as the windes and waters here below 
Do flie and flow^ 
My iighs and tears as buiie were above ; , 

Sure they would move 
And much affeA thee^ as tempeftuous times 
Amaze poore mortals, and objedt their crimes. 

Starres have their dorms, ev'n in a high degree , 

As well as we. 

A throbbing confcience fpurred by remorfe 

Hath a fbange force: 

It quits the earth, and mounting more and more. 

Dares to afTault thee, and beiiege thy doore. 

There it ftands knocking, to thy muficks wrong, 

And drowns the fong. 

Glorie and honour are fet by till it 

An anfwer get. 

Poets have wrong'd poore ftorms: fuch dayes are beft; 

They purge the aire without,within the breaft. 



f Paradife. 

IBlefTe thee. Lord , bccaufe I g r o w 
Among thy trees , which in a row 
To thee both fruit and order ow. 

What open force, or hidden charm 
Can blaft my fruit, or bring me harm. 
While the inclofure is thine arm? 



F 3 Inclofe 
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Inclofe me ftill for fear I s t a r r . 
Be to me rather (harp and tart, 
Then let me want thy hand & a r r • 

When thou doft greater judgements spare, 
And with thy knife but prune and pare, 
Ev'n fruitfull trees more fruitful! are. 

Such fharpnes ihows the fweetell f r e n o : 
Such cuttings rather heal then rend: 
And fttch lieginniagt touch. thdr iwd. 



f The Method. 

f'Oore heart, lament. 
For (ince thy God refufeth ftill. 
There is feme rub^ ibme difcontent. 

Which cools his will. 

Thy Father rWi/ 
Quickly efie^ what thou doft move; 
For he is Powfr: and fure he ttfouidi 

For he is Love, 

Go fearch this thing. 
Tumble thy breaft, and turn thy book. 
If thou hadft loft a glove or ring, 

Wouldft thou not look f 

What do I fee 
Written above there^ Tefierday 
I diibibavi mt carelejlj. 

Whin IMdfray. 



Aftd 
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And fliould Gods eare 
To fach indifferents chained be. 
Who do not their own motions heare? 

Is God lefle free > 

But ftay! what's there? 
Late when I would have fomtthing done^ 
I bad a motion to forbear^ 

Tetlwenton. 

And ihould Gods eare^ 
Which needs not man^ be t/d to thofe 
Who heare not him, but quickly heare 

His utter foes } 

Then once more pray : 
Down with thy knees, up with thy voice. 
Seek pardon firft, and God will fay. 

Glad heart rejoyee. 



lem 



f Divinitic. 

AS men, for fear the ftarres ihould ileep and nod. 
And trip at night, have fpheres fuppli'd; 
As if a ftarre were duller then a clod. 

Which knows his way without a guide ; 

Juft fo the other heav'n they alfo ferve. 

Divinities tranfcendent skie: 
Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve. 

Reafon triumphs, and faith lies by. 

Could not that wifdome, which firftbroacht the wine. 
Have thicken'd it with definitions f 
{ And jagg'd his feamlefTe coat, had that been fine, 
With curious queftions and divifions? 

F4 But 
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But all the do£lrine, which he taught and gave, 

Was cleare as hcav'n, from whence it came. 

At leaft thofe beams of truth, which onely fave, 
SurpafTe in brightneHe any flame. 

Love Gody and love your neighbour. Watch and pray, 

n)o as ye would be done unto, 
O dark inftrudtions; ev'n as dark as day! 

Who can thefe Gordian knots undo? 

But he doth bid us take his bloud for wine. 

Bid what he pleafe; yet I am fure. 
To take and tafte what he doth there defigne. 

Is all that faves, and not obfcure. 

Then burn thy Epicycles, fooliih man; 

Break all thy fpheres, and fave thy head. 
Faith needs no ftaffe of flefli, but ftoutly can 

To heav'n alone both go, and leade. 



Ephef. 4. 30. 
Grieve not the Holy Spirit^ &c. 

ANd art thou grieved, fweet and facred Dove, 
When I am fowre. 
And crofTe thy love? 
Grieved for me? the God of ftrength and power 
Griev'd for a worm, which when I tread, 
I pafTe away and leave it dead? 



Then 
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Then weep mine eyes, the God of love doth grieve: 
Weep foolifh heart. 
And weeping.live: 
For death is drie as duft. Y«tifyepart, *• 

End as the night, whofe fable hue 
Your finnes expreiFejmelt into dew. 

When fawcie mirth fhall knock or call at doore. 
Cry out. Get hence. 
Or cry no more. 
Almightie God doth grieve,he puts on fenfe : 
I iinne not to my grief alone, 
But to my Gods too; he doth grone. 

Oh take thy lute, and tune it to a fbain. 
Which may with thee 
All day complain. 
There can no difcord but in ceaiing be. 

Marbles can weep; and furely firings 
More bowels have, then fuch hard things. 

Lord, I adjudge my felf to tears and grief, 
EVn endlefTe tears 
Without relief. 
If a cleare fpring for me no time forbears. 
But runnes, although I be not drie; 
I am no Cryftall> what fhall I? 

Yet if I wail not fKll, fince fHU to wail 
Nature denies; 
And flefh would fail. 
If my defcrts were maflers of mine eyes: 

Lord, pardon, for thy fonne makes good 
My want of tears with flore of bloud. 



F5 



% The 
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f ThcFamilic. 

WHat doth this noife of thoughts within my heart 
As if they had a part? 
What do thcfe loud complaints and pulling fears. 
As if there were no rule or eares? 

But, Lord, the heufe and familie are thine. 
Though fome of them repine. 
Turn out thefe wranglers, which defile thy feat: ^ 
For where thou dwelleft all is neat, 

Firft Peace and Silence all difputes control!. 
Then Order plaies the foul;-., 
And giving all things their fet forms and houres. 
Makes of wilde woods fweet walks and bowrcs. 

Humble Obedience neare the doore doth ftaad, 

Ezpe£iing a command: 

Then whom in waiting nothing feems more flow. 

Nothing more quick when (he doth go,^ 

Joyes oft are there, and griefs as oft as joyes; 

But griefs without a noife: 
Yet fpeak they louder, then diftemper'd feara. 
What is fo fhrill as filent tears ? 

This is thy houfe, with thefe it doth abound: > 

And where thefe are not foun4, 
Perhaps thou com'ft fometimes, and for a day; 
But not to make a conilant ftay. 



^Thc 



^ 
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f The Size. 

V^Ontent thee^ greedie heart. 
Modeft and moderate joyes to thofe^ that have 
Title to more hereafter when they part. 

Are pafling brave. 
Ldt th' upper fprings into the low 
Defcend asd fall, and thou doft flow. 

What though fome have a fraught 
Of clovcf and nutmegs, and in cinamon fail; 
If thou haft wherewithall to fpice a draught. 

When griefs prevail j 
And for the future, time art heir 
T<i th* Ifle olfpicea? Is't not fair? 

^6 be in both worlds full 
Is more then God was, who was hungrie here. 
Wouldft thou hiis laws of failing difanuU? 

- £]la£t good cheer? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to fave it? 
Wouldft thou both eat thy cake,and have it^ 

-•^ Great jbyes are all at once ; 
But little do referve themfelves for more: 
Thofe have their hopes ;thefe what they have renounce. 

And live on fcore : 
Thofe areJif^hoibe; thefe journey ftillr 
AxSi meet the reft on Sions hill. 

rThy Saviour fentenc'd joy. 
And in the fleih condemn'd it as unfit. 
At leaft in lump: for fuch doth oft deftroyi- 

Whereas a bit 
Doth tice ns^on to hopes of more^ ^ 
And for the prefent health reftore, . 
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A Chriftians ftate and cafe 
Is not a corpulent, but a thinne and Tpare, 
Yet a£tive ftrength: whofe long and bonie face 

Content and care 
Do feem to equally divide. 
Like a pretender^not a bride. 

Wherefore fit down, good heart; 

Grafp not at much, for fear thou lofeft all. 

If comforts fell according to defert. 

They would great frofb and fnows defboy : 
For wc (hould count,Since the laft joy. 

Xben clofe again the Team, 
Which thou haft open'd : do not fpread thy robe 
In hope of great things. Call to minde thy dream. 

An earthly globe. 
On whofe meridian was engraven, 
Tlbe/e feas are tears ^and heaven the haven. 



% Artillerie. 

A S I one ev'ning fat before my cell, 
^/\ Me thoughts a ftarre did fhoot into my lap. 
I role, and ihook my clothes,as knowing well. 
That from fmall fires comes oft not fmall mifhap. 
When fuddenly I heard one fay, 
<Oo as tb^u ufeftf difobejy 
Expell good motions frsm thy hreafty 
Which have the fact iffire^iut end in reft* 



I, 



Tie Church. 133 

l, who luul hcfltfd of mufick in the fpheres, 
But not of fpeech in ftarres^ began to mufe: 
But turning to my God, whoTe minifters 
The ftarres and all things are; If I refufe. 
Dread Lord^ faid I, fooft mjgood; 
Then I refufe not eVn with bloud 
To waih away my ftubbom thovghtr 
For I will do^ or fuffer what I ought. 



But I have alfo ftarres and ihooter» too^ 
Born where thy fervants both artilleries ufe. 
My tears and prayers night and day do wooe. 
And work up to thee; yet thou doft refufe. 
Not, but I am ( £ muft fay ftill ) 
Much more obUg'd to do thy will. 
Then thou to grant mine: but becaufe 
Thy promife now hath ev'n fet thee thy lawB. 



Then we are ihooters both, and thou doil deigne 
To enter combate with us, and conteft 
With thine own clay. But I would parley fain: 
Shunne not my arrows, and behold my breaft. 

Yet if thou fhunneft, I am thine: 

I muft be fo, if I am mine. 

There is no articling with thee: 
I am but finite, yet thine infinitely. 



Church 
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^ Church-rents and fchifmes. 

BRave rofe, ( alas! ) where art thou? in the chair 
Where thou didft lately fo triumph and (hine/^ 
A worm doth fit^ whofe many feet and hair 
Are the more foul^ the more thou wert divine. 
This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 
And bottome of the leaves: which when the winde 
Did once perceive, it blew them under foot. 
Where rude unhallow'd fteps do cruih and grinde 
Their beauteous glories. Onely Ihreds of thee^ 
And thofe all bitten, in thy chair j fee. 

Why doth my Mother blufli? is ihe the rofe. 
And (hows it fo? jndeed Chrifb precious bloud 
Gave you a colour once ; which when your foes *« 
Thought to let out, the bleeding did you good. 
And made you look much frefher then before. 
But when debates and fretting jealouiies 
Did worm and work within you more and more. 
Your colour faded, and calamities . 

Turned your ruddie into pale and bleak : 
Your health and beautie both began to bredk. 

Then did your fev'rall parts unloofe and ftart: 
Which when your neighbours faw,likc a north-winde. 
They rulhed in, and caft them in the dirt 
Where Pagans tread. O Mother deare and kinde. 
Where fliall I get me eyes enough to weep. 
As many eyes as ftarres^ fince it is night. 
And much of Aiia and Europe fail aileep. 
And eVn all Africk; would at leaft I might 

With thefe two poore ones lick up all the dew. 
Which falls by night, and pour it out for you! 

f Juftice. 



o 



7be Cburcb. 135 

f Juftice. 

Dreadfull Juftice^what a fright and terrour 

Waft thou of old. 
When finne and crrour 
Did ihow and fhape thy looks to me. 
And through their gla£e difcolour thee! 
He that did but look up, was proud and bold. 

The dilhes of thy ballance feem'd to gape. 

Like two great pits; 
The beam and fcape 
Did like fome tort'ring engine ihow: 
Thy hand above did burn and glow, 
Danting the ftouteft hearts, the proudeft wits. 

But now that Chrifts pure vail prefents the fight, 

I fee no fears: 
Thy hand is white. 
Thy icales like buckets, which attend 
And interchangeably defcend , 
Lifting to heaven from this well of tears. 

For where before thou ftill didft call on me 

Now I ftill touch 
And harp on thee. 
Gods promifes have made thee mine; 
Why fliould I juftice now declined 
Againft me there is none,but for me much. 



i§^mm^mmmmm^i^ wamm^h^ammmt tm 



% The Pilgrimage. 

I Travelled on,feeing the hill, where lay 
My expedation. 
A long it was and weary way. 
The gloomy cave of Defperation 
I left on th' one, and on the other fide 

The rock of Pride, And 
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And fo I came to phwifieq medow ftrow'd 

With many a flower: 
Pain would I here have made abode. 
But I was quicken'd by my houre. 
Sato cares.copa I came^and there got through 

With much ado,. 

That ted me to^the wtlde of paiSon^which \ 

Some call the wold ;.- 
A wailed place, hut fometimes rich. 
Here I was robb'd of all rsLj gold. 
Save one good Angell, which a friend hadjti'd. 

Clofetomyfide. 

At length \ got ii^tpr the gl^dfo^iq hill 

Where lay my hopej 
Where lay my beart;and climbing dill. 
When J hadgain'd the bfQw 9iid top, 
A lake of bracki£h waters on the grou^i 

Was aU I fotuid* 

With that abaih'd and ibiick with many a«fting- 

Of fwarming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Ala? my King; 
Can both the way and end be tears^ 
Yet taking heart I rofe, and then perceiv'd 

I was deceived: 

My hill was further: fo I flung away. 

Yet heard a crie 
Juft as I vrent,Nonegoes that way 
And lives : If that be all,faid I, 
After fo foul a journey death is fair. 

And but a chair. 



f The 



I 
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^ The Hddfaft. 

Threatned to obferve the ftri£t decree 

Of my deare God with all my power $c might. 
But I was told by ene^ it could not be ; 
Ylet Ijnight truft in Qod to be my light. 

Then^will I truft^faidl^in him alone. 
Nay^ ev'n to truftin him^was alfo his: 
We mufl confefTeithat nothing is our own* 

Then I cQnfcfTe thathemyfuccouris: 

But to have nought is oors^ notto confefTe 

That we have nought. I flood amaz'd at this, 
Muclvtroubled, till I heard a friend ezprefTe, 

That all things were more ours by being his. 
What Adam had, and forfeited for all, 
Chriilkeepeth now,who cannot fail or fall. 



D 



^ Complaining. 

^O not beguile my hear^ 
Becaufe thou art 
My power and wifdome. Put me not to ihame, 

Becaufe lam 
TJ:^ clay that weeps, thy duft that calls. 

Thou art the Lord of glorie ; 
The deed and ftorie 
Are both thy due t. but I a filly file. 

That live or die. 
According as the weather fidls. 

Art thou all juftice. Lord? 

Shows not thy word 
More sttrilmtes? Am I all throat or eye. 

To weep or crie? 
Htvc I no parts but thofe of grief ? 

Let 
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Let not thy wrathful! power 
AffllA my houre^ 
My inch of life: or let thy. gracious power 

Contrad my houre. 
That I may climbeand finde relief. 

% The Difcharge. 

BUiie en(|uiring hefirt^ what wouldft thou knoiwl 
Why doft thou prie. 
And tum^ and'leer,and with a licorbus eye 

Look high and low; 
And in thy lookings ftretcfrand gr6w f 

Haft thou not made thy^counts^ and fumm'd up all ? 

Did not thy heart 
Give up the whole, and with the whole depart ? 

Let what will fall: 
That which is paft who can recall ? 

Thy life is Gods, thy time to ^otne is gObe, 

And is his right. 

He is thy night at noon: he is at night 

Thy noon alone. 
The crop is his, for he hath foi/thd. 

And well it was for thee, when this befell. 

That God did make 

Thy buiine0e his, and in thy life partake: 

For thou canft tell. 
If it be his once,all is well. 

Onely the prefent is thy part and fee. 

And happy thou. 
If, though thou didft not beat thy future brow. 

Thou couldft well fee 
What prefent things requir'd of thee. 

They 
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They tsk enough ; why fhouldft thou further go? 

Raife not the mudde 
Of future depths^ but drink the cleare and good. 

Dig not for wo 
In timesto come; for it will grow. 

Man and the pretent fit: if heprovide^ 

'He breaks the fquare. 
This faoure is mine: if for the next I care, 

I grow too wide. 
And do encroach upon deaths fide* 

Foi* death each houre environs andTurrounds. 

He that would know 
And care for future chances, cannot go 

Unto thofe grounds. 
But through a Church-yard which the bouds. 

Things prefent (hrink and die: but they that fpend 

Their thoughts and fenfe 
On future grief, do not remove it thence, 

^But it extend. 
And draw the bottomeoutan end. 

God chains the dog till night: wiltloofe the chain. 

And wake thy forrow ? 

Wilt thou foreHall it,and now grieve to morrow. 

And then again 
-Greive over frelhly all thyj>ain? 

Either grief will not come : or if it muft. 

Do not forecaft. 
And whUe itcometh, it isalmoftpaft. 

Away diilruft : 
My God hath promis*d,he is juft. 

ir Praifc. 
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f Praife. 

King of Glorie^ King of PeacCj^ 
I will love thee:. 
And that love mxf never ceafe, 

I will move thee^ 

Thou haft granted nty requeft, 

Thou haft heard xntv 

Thou didft note my working breafl^ 

Thou haft fpar'd mc 

Wherefore with my utmoft art 

I will fing thee. 

And the cream of all my heart 

l^will bring thee. 

Though my finnes againft me cried. 

Thou didft cleare me^. 

And alone, when they replied. 

Thou didft heare mt. 

Sev'iv whole 4ftycft> not one in ieven,. 

I will praife thee. 
Ill my heart, diough not in heaven, , 

I can raife thee. 

Thou grew'ft foft and moift with tears^^ 

Thou relentedft : 

And when Juftice call'd for fears, 

Thoudiflentedft.. 

Small it is, in this poore fort 

To enroll thee i 

Ev'n etemitie is too fhort 

To extoU thee. 



f An 
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f An Offering. 

COme^ bring thy gift. If blef&ngs w6re as flow 
As mens returns^ what would become of fools ? 
What haft thou thcre/'a heart/* but is it pure^ 
Search well and fee; for hearts haw many holes* 
Yet one pure heart is nothing to beftow: 
In Chrift two natures met to be thy cure. 

O that within us hearts had propagation^ 

Since many gifts do challenge many hearts 1 

Yet one, if good, may title to a number; 

And iingle things grow fruitfullbydeferts. 

In publick judgements o^emayl)e a nation. 

And fence a plague, while others deep and dumber. 

But all I fear is left thy heart difpleafe. 
As neither good, nor one : fo oft divifions 
Thy lufts have made, and not thy lufts alone; 
Thy paffions alfo have their fet partitions. 
Thefe parcell out thy heart: recover thefe, 
And thou mayft offer many gifts in one. 

There is a'balfome, or indeed a bloud, ( clofe 

Dropping from heav'n, which doth both cleanfe and 
All forts of wounds; of fuch ftrange force it is. 
Seek out this All-heal, and feek no repofe, 
Un till thou iinde and ufe it to thy good : 
Then bring thy gift; and let thy hymne be this; 

Since my fadnefTe 

Into gladnefTe 
Lord thou doft convert, 

O accept 

What thou haft kept, 
Asthyduedefert. 

Had 
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Had I nuiQ7|. 

Had I an^y 
( For this heart is none ) 

All were tlklne' 

And none oftaxxktY- 
Sorely thine alone. 

Yetthyfavour • 
May give favour.^ 

To this poore oblation ; 
Ai^d it raife 
To be thy praifo^ 

And be my falyation. . 



f i Longing. 




Ith iicband Bimifht eyesj^ 
With doubling knees and weary bones. 

To thee my cries, ' 
To thee my grones. 
To thee my fighs,. my tears afcend : 

No end? 

My throat, my foul is hoar&ir- 
My heart ia.with^r'd like a-^cound - 

Which thou doft curfe. 
My thoughts turn round,;.' 
And make me giddie; Lord^ I fall, . 

Yet call. 

From thee all pitie flows. - 
Mothers are kinde, bccaufc thou art, _ 

And doft difpofe 
To them a part: 
Their infants, them; and they fuck thee - 

More free. 
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Bowels of pitie, heare! 
Lord of xnyfoul^loveof myminde. 

Bow down thine earc! 
Let not the winde 
Scatter my wprds^ and in the fame.^ 

TJby;name! 

Look 09. my forrows round! 
Martwell my furnace ! what flames. 

What heats abound! 
Whatgricf8,what ihames! 
Coniider, Lord; Lord, bow thine eare, 

Andhe^e!" 

Lord Jefu, thou didfl boyir 
Thy d}dn]g htad upon the tree : 

O be not now 
More dead to me ! 
Lord heare ! Shall be that made the eare. 

Notbearet^ 

Behold, thy duft dothftirre^ 
It moves, it creeps, it aims at thee : ■- 

Wilt thou deferre - 
To fuccour me. 
Thy pil&t>f duft, wherein each crumme^z 

Sayes^Coqief, 

• 

To thee help appertains. 
Haft thou left all things to their courfe. 

And laid the reins 
Upon the horfe^ 
Is «11 lockt? hathafinnersplea 

No key? 

Indeed 
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Indeed the wotld's thy book. 
Where all things have their leafe afiign'd: 

Yet a meek look 
Hath interlin'd. 
Thy board is full, yet humble guefts 

Finde nefts. 

Thou tarrieft> while I die. 
And fall to nothing : thoudoft reigne. 

And rule on high. 
While I remain 
In bitter grief : yetamlftil'd 

Thy childe. 

Lord,didft thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve ? how can it be , 

That thou art grown 
Thus hard to me? 
Were iinne alive, good caufe there were 

To bear- 
But now both iinne is dead. 
And all thy promifes live and bide. 

That wants his head; 
Thefe fpeak and chidei 
And in thy bofome poure my tears. 

As theirs. 

Lord J £ 8 u. heare my heart. 
Which hath been broken nowfo long. 

That ev'ry part 
Hath got a tongue! 
Thy beggars grow ; rid them away 

To day. 



My 
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My love,my fwcetnefle, heare ! 
By thefc thy feet, at which my heart 

Lies all the yeare. 
Pluck out thy dart. 
And heal my troubled breaft which cryes. 

Which dyes. 



i< ^■■■^Bi^liBMMM^ ^MiM-B^ ^liBHI^iMaM^^ 



f The Bag. 

A Way defpair ; my gracious Lord doth heare. 
Though windes and waves aiTault my keel. 
He doth preferve it : he doth fleer, 
Ev'n when the boat feems moft to reeL 
Storms are the triumph of his art: 
Well may he clofe his eyes,but not his heart. 

Haft thou not heard, that my Lord Jesus di'd ? 

Then let me tell thee a ftrange ftorie. 

The God of power, as he did ride 

In his majeftick robes of glorie, 

Refolv'd to light ; and fo one day 
He did defcend, undrefsing all the way. 

The ftarres his tire of light and rings obtained. 
The cloud his bow,the fire his fpear. 
The sky his azure mantle gain'd. 
And when they ask'd, what he wonld wear ; 
He fmil'd and faid as he did go. 

He had new clothes a making here below. 

When he v\fas come, as travellers are wont. 

He did repair unto an inne. 

Both then,and after, many a brunt 

He did endure to can cell finne: 

And having giv*n the refl before. 
Here he gave up his life to pay our fcore. 

G But 
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But as he was returning, there cimt otte 
That ran upon him with a fpear. 
He, who came hither all alone. 
Bringing nor man,nor arms, nor fear, 
Received the blow upon his fidfe. 

And ftraight he turn'd,and to his brethren cr/d^ 

If jt have any thing to fend or Write, 
(I have no bag, but here is rpom) 
Unto my fathers hands and fight 
(Beleeve me) it ihall fafely come. 
That I (hall minde,what you impart; 

Look, you may put it very neare my heart. 

Or if hereafter any of my friends 

Will ufe me in this kinde,the doore 
Shall (till be open ; what he fends 
I will prefent^ahd fomewhat more. 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 

Any thing to me. He^rkdefpair,away. 



^m 
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^ The Jews. 



Oore nation, whofe fweet fap, and juice 
Our cyens have purloin'd, and left you drie: 
Whofe (beams we got by the ApofUes (luce. 
And ufe in baptifme, while ye pine and die: 
Who by not keeping once, became a debter; 
And now by keeping lofe the letter: 

Oh that my prayers! mine, alas! 
Oh that fome Angel might a trumpet found; 
At which the Church falling upon her face 
Should crie fo loud, untill the trump were drown'd, 
And by that crie of her deare Lord obtain. 

That your fweet fap might come again! 

H The 
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f The Collar. 

1 Struck the board, and cry*d. No more. 
I will abroad. 
What? (hall I ever figh and pine? 
My lines and life arc free; free as the rode, 
Loofe as the winde^ as large as ftore. 

Shall I be fUll in fuit? 
Have I no harveft but a thor n 
To let me bloud, and not rcftore 
What I have loft with cordiall fruit? 

Sure tkere was wine 
Before my fighs did diie it: there was com 
Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the yeare onely loft to me? 

Have I no bayes to crown it? 
NQ_ flowers. no gar lands gay ? all blafted? 

All waffed? ' 
Not fo,my heart: but there Is fruK, 

And thou haft hands. 
Recover all thy iigh-blown age 
On double pleafures: leave thy cold difpute 
Of what is fit, and not forfake thy cage. 

Thy rope of fands. 
Which pettie thoughts have made, and made to thee 
Good cable, to enforce and draw. 

And be thy law. 
While thou didft wink and wouldft not fee. 

Away; tsike heed: 
I will abroad. 
Call in thy deaths head there: tie up thy fears. 

He that forbears. 
To fuit and ferve his need, 

Deferves his load. 
B ut as I r av'd and grew morefierce and wfld e 

At every wor3^ 
Me thoughts I heard one calling, CMtfe: 
And I reply'd. My Lord. 
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^ The Glimpfe. 



Wi 



Hither away delight? 
Thou cam'ft but now; wilt thou fo foon depart. 

And give me up to night? 
For many weeks of lingring pain atid fmart 
But one half houre of comfort for my heart? 

Me thinks delight (hould have 
More skill in muiick, and keep better time, 

Wert thou a winde or wave. 
They quickly go and come with lefTer crime: 
Flowers look about, and die not in their prime. 

Thy fhort abode and ftay 
Feeds not, but addes to the defire of meat. 

Lime begg*d of old ( they fay ) 
A neighbour fpring to cool his inward heat; 
Which by the fprings accefle grew much more great. 

In hope of thee my heart 
Pickt here and there a crumme, and would not die; 

But conflant to his part 
When as my fears foretold this,did replie, 
A {lender thread a gentle guefl will tie. 

Yet if the heart that wept 
Muft let thee go, return when it doth knock. 

Although thy heap be kept 
For future times, the droppings of the ftock 
May oft break forth, and never break the lock. 

If I have more to fpinne. 
The wheel ftiall go, fo that thy ftay be fhort. 

Thou knowft how grief and finne 
Difturb the work. O make me not their fport. 
Who by thy coming may be made a court! 

fl" AfTurance 
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^ Affurance. 

O Spiteful! bitter thought ! 
Bitterly fpitefuU thought! Couldft thou invent 
So high a torture? Is fuch poyfon bought? 
Doubtleile, but in the way of punifhment^ 

When wit contrives to meet with thee. 

No fuch rank poyfon can there be. 

Thou faid*ft but even now. 
That all was not fo fair, as I conceived. 
Betwixt my God and me ; that I allow 
And coin large hopes; but, that I was deceived: 

Either the league was broke, or neare it; 

And, that I had great caufe to fear it. 

And what to this? what more 
Could poyfon, if it had a tongue, ezprefTe? 
What is thy aim? wouldft thou unlock the doore 
To cold defpairs, and gnawing penfivenefle^ 

Wouldill thouraife devils? I fee, 1 know, 

I writ thy purpofe long ago. 

But I will (o my Father, 
Who heard thee fay it. O moft gracious Lord, 
If all the hope and comfort that I gather. 
Were from my felf, I had not half a word. 

Not half a letter to oppofe 

What is objeded by my foes. 

But thou art my defert: 
And in this league, which now my foes invade. 
Thou art not onely to perform thy part. 
But alfo mine; as when the league was made 
Thou didft at once thy felf indite. 
And hold my hand, while I did write. 

G 3 Wherefore 
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Wherefore if thou canft fdl. 

Then can thy truth and I: but while rocks ftand» 

And rivers (tirre^ thou canft not ihrink or quail : 

Yea^ when both rocks and all things Ihall disband^ 

Then Ihalt thou be my rock and tower. 

And make their mine praife thy power. 

Now fooliih thought go on. 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
To hide thy ihame: for thou hail call a bone 
Which bounds on thee, and will not down thy throat: 
What for it felf love once began. 
Now love and truth will end in man. 



! 

i 



f The Call. 

COme, my Way, my Truth, my Life: 
Such a Way, as gives us breath: 
Such a Truth, as ends all flrife: 
And fuch a Life, as killeth death. 

Come, my Light, my Feaft, my Strength: 
Such a Light, as fiiows a feaft: 
Such a Feaft, as mends in length : 
Such a Strength, as makes his gueft. 

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
Such a Joy, as none can move: 
Such a Love, as none can part: 
Such a Heart, as joyes in love. 



f eiafping 
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^ Clafping of hands, 

LOrd^ thou art mine ^ and I am thine^ 
If mine I am : and thine much morej 
Then I or ought^ or can be mine. 
Yet to be thine, doth me reftore; 
So that again I now am mine. 
And with advantage mine the more. 
Since this being mine, brings with it thine. 
And thou with me doft thee reftore. 
If I without thee would be mine, 
I neither fhould be mine nor thine. 

Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine: 
So mine thou art, that fome thing more 
I may prefume thee mine, then thine. 
For thou didfl fufier to reftore 
Not thee, but me, and to be mine: 
And with advantage mine the more. 
Since thou in death waft none of thine. 
Yet then as mine didft me reftore. 

Obe mine ftill! ftill make me thine! 

Or rather make no Thine and Mine! 



L' 



f Praife. 

Ord, I will mean and fpeak thy praife. 

Thy praife alone. 
My bufie heart ftiall fpin it all my dayes: 
And when it ftops for want of ftore> 
Then will I wring it with a figh or grone. 
That thou mayft yet have more. 

G 4 When 
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When thou doft favour any adlion. 

It runnes^ it flies : 
All things concurre to give it a perfedlion. 

That which had but two legs before. 
When thou doft bleflbjhath twelve: one wheel doth rife 
To twentie then, or more. 

But when thou doft on bufine^ blow. 

It hangs, it clogs: 
Not all the teams of Albion in a row 

Can hale or draw it out of doore. 
Legs are but dumps, and Pharaohs wheels but logs. 
And flruggling hinders more. 

Thoufands of things do thee employ 

In ruling all 
This fpacious globe: Angels muft have their joy, 

• Devils their rod, the fea his fliore. 
The windes their ftint: and yet when I did call. 
Thou heardilmy call, and more. 

I have not loft one fingle tear: 

But when mine eyes 
Did weep to heaven, they found a bottle there 

( As we have boxes for the poore) 
Readie to take them in; yet of a iize 

That would contain much more. 

But after thou hadft ilipt a drop 

From thy right eye, 
(Which there did hang like ftreamers neare the top 

Of fome fair church to fhow the fore 
And bloudie bat tell which thou once didft trie ) 
The glafle was full and more. 

Wherefore 
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Wherefore I fing. Yet fince my heart. 

Though prefs'd,runnes thin ; 
that I might feme other hearts convert. 

And fo take up at ufe good (lore: 
hat to thy chefls there might be coming in 
Both all my praife, and more ! 



«* 



^ Jofephs coat. 

s r\70unded I fing, tormented I indite. 

Thrown down I fallinto a bed, and reft: 
)rrow hath chang'd its note: fuch is his will, 
* ^ho changeth all things, as him pkafeth bed 

For well he knows, if but one grief and fmart 
^ tnong my many had his full career, 

ire it would carrie with it ev'n my heart, 
' nd both would runne untill they found a biere 
To fetch the bodie; both being due to grief, 
at he hathfpoiFd the race; and g^v'n to anguifh 
ne of Joyes coats, ticing it with relief 
. o linger in me, and together languilh. 

I live to fhew his power, who once did bring 
My joyes to weep, and now my griefs Xojing. 



mn 



f The Pulley. 

V V Hen God at firft made man, 
1 iavingaglaffeof bleflings ftanding by ; 
? . et us ^faid he ) poure on him all we can : 
. St the worlds riches, which difperfed lie, 

Contradt into a fpan. 

G 5 So 
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So ftrength hi?t made a way; 
Then beau tie flowed, then wifdome^ honour^pleafurc : 
When almoft all was out, God made a ftay. 
Perceiving that alone of all his treafure 

Reft in the bottome lay. 

Foriflfliould(faidhe) 
Beftow this jewell alfo on my creature , 
He would adore my gifts in ftead of me. 
And reft in Nature, not the God of Nature, 

So both ihould lofers be. 

Yet let him keep the reft. 
But keep them with repining reftlefneiTe: 
Let him be rich and wcarie, that at leaft. 
If goodnefle leade him not, yet wearinefTe 

May tofTe him to my hreaft. 



f The Priefthood. 

B Left Order, which in power doft fo excell. 
That with th'one hand thou lifteft to the sky. 
And with the other throweft down to hell 
In thy j uft cenfures ; fain would I draw nigh, 
Fain put thee on, exchanging my lay^fword 

For that of th* }ioly word. 

But thou art fire, facred and hallo w'^l ^re^ 
And I but earth and clay: ihould I prefume 
To wear thy habit, the fevere attire 
My flender compofitions might confume, 
J am both foul and brittle ; much unfit 

To deal in holy Writ, 



Yr^t 
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Yet have I often feen^by cunning hand 

And force of fire^what curious things are made 

Of wretched earth. Where once I fcorn*d to ftand. 

That earth is fitted by the fire and trade 

Of skilfull artifls, for the boards of thofe 

Who make the braveft (hows. 

But fince thofe great ones , be they ne're fo greats 
Come from the earth/rom whence thofe veflels come; 
So that at once both feeder, difh, and meat 
Have one beginning and one finall fumme: 
I do not greatly wonder at the fight. 

If earth in earth delight. 

But th* holy men of God fuch veflTels are. 
As ferve him up, who all the world commands: 
When God vouchfafeth to become our fare. 
Their hands conuey him, who conveys their hands. 
O what pure things , moft pure muft thofe things be. 

Who bring my God to me ! 

Wherefore I dare not, I, put forth my hand 
To hold the Ark, although it feem to fhake 
Through th'old finnes and new dodlrines of our land. 
Onely, fince God doth often vefi!els make 
Of lowly matter for high ufes meet, 

I throw me at his feet. 

There will I lie^ untill my Maker feek 
For fome mean fiufFe whereon to fhow his skill: 
Then is my time. The diflance of the meek 
Doth flatter power. Left good come fbort of ill 
In praifing might, the poore do by fubmifiion 

Whsit prid« by <^pofidon. 

f The 
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^ The Search. 

TTWHither, O, whither art thou fled. 

My Lord, my Love ? 

My fearches are my daily bread ; 

Yet never prove. 

My knees pierce th'earth, mineeies the skie; 

And yetthefphcre 
And centre both to me denie 

That thou art there. 

Yet can I mark how herbs below 

Grow green and gay. 

As if to meet thee they did know. 

While I decay. 

Yet can I mark how ftarres above 

Simper and fliine. 

As having keyes unto thy love. 

While poore I pine, 

I fent a figh to feek thee out. 

Deep drawn in pain, 

Wing'd like an arrow: but my fcout 

Returns in vain. 

I tun'd another ( having (lore) 

Intoagrone; 
Becaufe the fearch was dumbe before: 

But all was one. 

Lord, doft thou fome new fabrick mold 

Which favour winnes. 

And keeps thee prefent, leaving th' old 

Unto their iinnes ? 



Where 
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Where is my God? what hidden place 

Conceals thee flill ? 
What covert dare eclipfe thy face ? 

Is it thy will? 

O let not that of any thing; 

Let rather brafTe^ 
Or fteel^ or mountains be thy ring. 

And I will pafTe. 

Thy will fuch an intrenching is. 

As paiTeth thought: 
To it all ftrength, all fubtilties 

Are things of nought. 

Thy will fuch a ftrange diftance is. 

As that to it 
Eaft and Weft touch, the poles do kifle. 

And parallels meet. 

Since then my grief muft be as large. 

As is thy fpace. 
Thy diftance from me ; fee my charge, 

Lord, fee my cafe. 

O take thefe barres, thefe lengths away ; 

Turn, and reftore me : 
Bs not Almightie, let me fay, 

Againft, but for me. 

When thou doft turn, and wilt be neare; 

What edge fo keen. 
What point fo piercing can appeare 

To come between? , 

For as thy abfence doth ezcell 

All diftance known: 
So doth thy nearenefle bear the bell. 

Making two one. ^ Gricf 



ts8 



The Cbuixb. 
«[ Grief. 



OWho will give me tears? Come all ye fprings, 
Dwell in my head Sc eyes : come clouds^& rain : 
My grief hath need of all the watry things. 
That nature hath produc'd. Let ev*ry vein 
Suck up a river to fupply mine eyes. 
My weary weeping eyes too drie for me, 
UnleiTe they get new conduit8,new fupplies 
To bear them out,and with my ikte agree. 
What are two (hallow foords,two little fpouts 
Of a leiTe world? the greater is but fmall, 
A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts. 
Which want provifion in the midft of all. 
Verfes,ye are too fine a thing, too wife 
For my rough forrows : ceafe,bc dumbe and mute. 
Give up your feet and rupning to mine eyes. 
And keep your meafures for fome lovers lute, 
Whofe grief allows him mufick and a ryme: 
For mine excludes both meafure,tune, and time. 

Alas, my God! 



nw 



f TheCroffe. 



W. 



Hat is this ftrange and uncouth thing? 
To make me (igh, and feek, and &int, and die, 
Untill I had fome place, where I might fing. 

And ferve thee ; and not onely I, 
But all my wealth,and familie might combine 
To fet thy honour up,a8 our deligne. 

And 
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And tlieii when after much del2)ry 
Much wraflling,many a combate^ this deare end. 
So much defiPd^ is giv'n^ to take away 

My power to fcrvc thee ; to unbend 
All my abilities^ my defignes confound^ 
And lay my threatnings bleeding on the groutid. 

One ague dwelleth ifo hiy bones. 
Another in my foul (the inenaorie 
What I would do for thee^if once my grones 

Could be allowed for harm4mie) 
I am in all a weakdifabled thing. 
Save in the fight thereof, where ftrength doth fting. 

Befides,things fort not to my will, 
Ev'n when my will doth fhidie thy renown: 
Thou turneft th' edge of all things on me (till. 

Taking me up to throw me down: 
So that, ev'n when my hopes feem to be fped, 
I am to grief alive, to them as dead. 

To have my aim, and yet to be 
Farther from it then when I bent my bow ; 
To make my hopes my torture, and the fee 

Of all my woes another wo. 
Is in the midft of delicates to need. 
And ev'n in Paradife to be a weed. 

Ah my deare Father, eafe my fmart! 
Thefe contrarieties crufh me : thefe crofTe anions 
Doe winde a rope about, and cut my heart: 

And yet fince thefe thy contradiflions 
Are properly a croffe felt by thy fonne. 
With but foure words,my words, ll?y toilibedone. 

ir The 
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f The Flower. 

JxOw frefli, O Lord^how fweetand clean 
Are thy returns ! ev*n as the flowers in fpring; 

To which, befides their own demean, 
The late-paft frofts tributes of pleafure bring. 

Grief melts away 
Like fnow in May, 
As if there were no fuch cold thing. 

Who would have thought my fhriverd heart 
Could have recovered greennefTe? It was gone 
Quite under ground j as flowers depart 
To fee their mother-root, when they have blown ; 

Where they together 
All the hard weather. 
Dead to the world, keep houfe unknown. 

Thefe are thy wonders,Lord of power. 
Killing and quickning,bringing down to hell 

And up to heaven in an houre; 
Making a chiming of a pafling-bell. 

We fay amiflfe, 
This or that is: 
Thy word is all, if we could fpell. 

O that I once paft changing were, 
Faft in thy Paradife, where no flower can wither! 

Many a fpring I flioot up fair, 
OlFring at heav'n, growing and groning thither: 

Nor doth my flower 
Want a fpring-fliowre, 
Myflnnesand I joining together: 



But 
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But while I grow in a flraight line. 
Still upwards bent, as if heav'n were mine own. 

Thy anger comes, and I decline : 
Whatfroft to thatPwhat pole is not the zone. 

Where all things burn. 
When thou doft turn. 
And the leaft frown of thine is fhown? 

And now in age I bud again. 
After fo many deaths I live and write; 

I once more fmell the dew and rain. 
And relifhveriing : O my onely light. 

It cannot be 
That I am he 
On whom thy tempefls fell all night. 

Thefe are thy wonders,Lord of love. 
To make us fee we are but flowers that glide : 

Which when we once can finde and prove. 
Thou haft a garden for us, where to bide. 

Who would be more. 
Swelling through ftore. 
Forfeit their Paradife by their pride. 

^ Dotage. 

FAlfe glozing pleafures,casks of happinefTe, 
Foolifh night-fires,womens and children swifhes. 
Chafes in Arras , guilded emptineffe. 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career, 
Embroider'd lyes,nothing between two difhes; 

Thefe are the pleafures here. 
True earneft forrows, rooted miferies, 
Anguifh in grain,vexations ripe and blown. 
Sure-footed griefs , folid calamities. 
Plain demonftrations, evident and cleare. 
Fetching their proofs eVn from the very bone; 

Thefe are the forrows here. But 
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Bat oh the folly of diftra£ted men. 
Who griefs in eameft, joyes in jeft purTue ; 
Preferring, like brute beails, a lothrome den 
Before a court, ev'n that above fo cleare. 
Where are no forrows, but delights more true. 

Then miferies are here I 



f The Sonne. 

LEt forrain nations of their language boaft. 
What fine varietie each tongue affords: 
I like our language, as our men and coaft: 
Who cannot dre& it well, want wit,not words. 
How neatly doe we give one onely name 
To parents iflue and the funnes bright ilarre! 
A fonne is light and fruit; a fruitfull flame 
Chafing the fathers dimnelTe, carri'd farre 
From the firft man in th* £all,to freih and new 
Weftem difcov^ries of pofteritic. 
So in one word our Lords humilitie 
We turn upon him in a fenfe moft true: 

For what Chrift once in humblenefTe began. 
We him in glorie call. The Sonne ofMan^ 



17 A true Hymne. : 

JVXy joy, my lifc,my crown! 
My heart was meaning all the day. 

Somewhat it fain would fay: 
And (till it runneth mutt'ring up and down 
With onely this. My joy y my iife^ my crown, 

Yc 
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Yet flight not thcfe few words : 
If truly faidy they may take part 
Among the beft in art. 
The finenefTe which a hymne or pfalme affords, 
[s^when the foul unto the lines accords. 

He who craves all the mindc, 
And all the foul^ and fbength, and time, 

If the words onely ryme, 
JuiUy complains, that fomewhat is behinde 
To make his verfe,or write a hymne in kinde. 

Whereas if th* heart be moved. 
Although the verfe be fomewhat fcant, 
God doth fupplie the want. 
As when th' heart fayes (fighing to be approved) 
O, could Hove ! and ftops: God writeth. Loved. 



• ^ The Anfwcr. 

MY comforts drop and melt away like fnow : 
Ifliake my head, and all the thoughts and ends . 
Which my herce youth did bandie, tali and How 
Like leaves about me; or like fummer friends, 
Flyes of eftates and funne-fliine . But to all. 
Who think me ea^er.hot^and undertaking. 
But ifi my profccutions flack and fimall; 
As a young exhalation, newly waking. 
Scorns his firftbed of dirt, and means the sky; 
But cooling by the way,grow8 purfie and flow. 
And fetling to a cloud, doth live and die 
In that dark ftate of tears: to all, that fo 

Show me,and fet me, I have one reply. 
Which they that know the reft, know more then I 

f A 
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^ A Dialogue-Anthcxne. 
Chriftian. Death. 

Cbr, A ^*'* poore Death, where is thy gloric? 
Where is thy famous force, thy ancient fting? 

Dea. Alas poore mortally void offtorie^ 

Go /pell and reade boto I have \ilTdthy King. 

Cbr, Poore death! and who was hurt thereby? 
Thy curfe being laid on him, makes thee accurft. 

Dea. Let lo/ers talJ^: yet thou Jhalt die\ (worft. 

Tbefe arms Jhall crujh thee, Chr, Spare not,do thy 
I Ihall be one day better then before : 
Thou fo much worfe,that thou (halt be no more. 



^ The Water-cour/e. 

THou who doft dwell and linger here below. 
Since the condition of this world is frail. 
Where of all plants afflidlions fooneft grow; 
If troubles overtake thee, do not wail: 

{T *f 

But rather turn the pipe, and waters courfe 
To ferve thy finnes, and furnifh thee with ftore 
Of fov*raigne tears, fpringing from true remorfe : 
That fo in purenefle thou mayft him adore. 

Who gives to man, as he fees fit | p^m^nl^tb^ 

^Self- 
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^ Self-condemnation. 

1 Hou who condemneft Jewifh hate. 
For choofing Barabbas a murderer 
Before the Lord of glorie; 
Look back upon thine own cftate. 
Call home thine eye,( that bufie wanderer ) 
That choice may be thy ftorie. 

He that doth love, and love amifle 
This worlds delights before true Chriftian joy. 
Hath made a Jewifh choice : 
The world an ancient murderer is; 
Thoufands of fouls it hath and doth deftroy 
With her enchanting voice. 

He that hath made a forrie wedding 
Between his foul and gold, and hath preferred 
Falfe gain before the true. 
Hath done what he condemnes in reading: 
For he hath fold for money his deare Lord, 
And is a Judas- Jew. 

Thus we prevent the lad great day. 
And judge our felves. That light,which fin &paflicn 
Did before dimme and choke. 
When once thofe fnulFes are ta'ne away. 
Shines bright and cleare,ev*n unto condemnation. 
Without €xcufc or cloke. 



f Bitter-fweet. 

AH my deare angrie Lord, 
Since thou dofl love, yet flrike; 
Cafl down, yet help afford; 
Sure I will do the like. 

T 
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I will complain, yet praife; 
Iwilibewaily approve: 
And all my fowre-fweet dayes 
I will lament,and love. 



Wi 



f The Glance. 



Hen iirft thy fweet and gracious eye 
VouchfaPd ev'n in the midft of youth and night 
To look upon me, who before did lie 

Weltring in finne; 
I felt a fugred ftrange delight. 
Faffing all cordials made by any art. 
Bedew, embalme, and overrunne my heart. 

And take it in. 

Since that time many a bitter ftorm 
Hy foul hath felt,ev'n able to deftroy. 
Had the malicious and ill-meaning harm 

His fwing and fway: 
But (till thy fweet originall joy 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within my foul. 
And furging griefs, when they grew bold, controll. 

And got the day. 

If thy firft glance fo powerfull be, 
A mirth but openM and feal'd up again-; ' 
What wonders ihall we feel, when we ihall fee 

Thy full-ey'd love! 
When thou (halt look us out of pain. 
And one afpe£t of thine fpend in delight 
More then a thoufand funnes disburfe in light. 

In heav'n above. 

f The 
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«[[ The 23 Pfdmc. 

THc God of love my ihephcrd is; 
And he that doth me feed: 
While he is mine» and I am his. 
What can I want or need? 



'He leads me to the tender graflc. 

Where I both feed and reft; 
Then to the ftreams that gently pafTe : 

In both I have the beft. 

Or if I ftray, he doth convert 

And bring my minde in frame : 
And all this not for my defert. 

But for his holy name. 

Yea, in deaths fhadie black abode 

Well may I walk, not fear: 
For thou art with me; and thy rod 

To guide, thy ftalFe to bear. 

Nay, thou doft make me fit and dine, 

Ev'n in my enemies fight: 
My head with oyUmy cup with wine 

Runnes over day and night. 

Surely thy fweet and wondrous love 

Shall meafure all my dayes ; 
And as it never (hall remove, 

So neither fhall my praife. 

f Mary 
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^ Marie Magdalene. 

Hen blefTed Marie wip'd her Saviours feet. 



w 



( Whofe precepts fhe had trampled on before) 
And wore them for a Jewell on her head, 

Shewing his fteps fhould be the flreet. 

Wherein (he henceforth evermore 
With penfive humblenefle would live and tread: 

She being ftain*d her felf, whv did (he ftrive 
To make him clean, who could not be defiFd? 
Why kept (he not her tears for her own fliults. 

And not his feet? Though we could dive 

In tears like feas, our (innes are pil'd 
Deeper then they,in words, and works, and thoughts. 

r 

Deare foul,(he knew who did vouchfafe and deigne 
To bear her filth; and that her (innes did da(h 
Ev'n God himfelf : wherefore (he was not loth. 

As (he had brought wherewith to (lain. 

So to bring in wherewith to wa(h: 
And yet in wa(hing one ,(he wa(hed both. 



*f Aaron. 

I7l01ine(re oji the head. 
Light and perfeftions on the breaft 
Harmonious bells below, raifing the dead 
To leade them unto life and reft. 
Thus are true Aarons dreft. 

Profanene(re in my head, 
Defe£ls and darkne(re in my breaft, 
A noife of pa(Hons ringing me for dead 
Unto a place where is no reft, 

Poore prieft thus am I dreft. 



Oncly 
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Onely another head 
I have^another heart and breaft^ 
Another mufick^ making live not dead. 

Without whom I could have no reft: 

In him I am well dreft. 

Chrift is my onely head. 
My alone onely heart and breaft, 
My onely mufick, ftriking me ev'n dead; 
That to the old man I may reft. 

And be in him new dreft. 

So holy in my head, 
Perfeft and light in my deare breaft. 
My dodrine tun'd by Chrift, ( who is not dead. 
But lives in me while I do reft^ 

Come people; Aaron's dreft. 



H The Odour, 2.Cor.2. 

HOw fweetly doth My Mafter found! ilfy Mafter\ 
As Amber-greefe leaves a rich fent 

Unto the tafter: 
So do thefe words a fweet content. 
An orientall fragrancie. My Mafter. 

With thefe all day I do perfume my minde. 

My minde ev'n thruft into them both: 

That I might finde 
What cordials make this curious broth. 

This broth of fmells, that feeds and fats my minde. 

My Mafter^ (hall I fpeak ? O that to thee 
Myfervant were a little fo, 

Asfleftimay be; 
That thefe two words might creep U grow 
To fomc degree of fpicinefTe to thee ! 

H Then 
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Then fliould the Pomander^ which was before 
A fpeaking fweet^ mend by refle6lion^ 

Andtellmeihore: 
For pardon of my imperfcflion. 

Would warm and work it Tweeter then before. 

For when My Mafter, which alone is fweet. 

And ev^n in my unworthinefTe pleaiing. 

Shall call and meet^ 
Myfervant, as thee not difpleafing. 

That call is but the breathing of the fweet. 

This breathing would with gains by fweetning me 
(As fweet things traffick when they meet) 

Return to thee. 
And fo this new commerce and fweet 

Should all my life employ, and bufie me. 



f The FoU. 

If we could fee below 
The fphere of vertue, and each fhining grace 

As plainly as that above doth fhow; 
This were the better skie, the brighter place. 

God hath made ftarres the foil 
To fet off vermes ; griefs to fe t off finning : 
Yet in this wretched world we toil. 
As if grief were not foul, nor vertue winning. 

^ The Forerunners. 

THe harbingers are come. See, fee their mark; 
White is their colour, and behold my head. 
But muft they have my brain ? muft they difpark 
Thofe iparkling notions, which therein were bred ? 

Mud dulneffe turn me to a clod/* 
Yet have they left me. Thou artftillmy God. (f- 
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Good men ye be, to leave me my beft room, 
Ev*!! all my heart, and what is lodged there : 
I paffe not, I, what of the reft become. 
So TTfou artftillmy God, be out of fear. 

He will be pleafed with that dittie; 
And if I pleaie him, I write fine and wittie. ( L. 

Farewell fweet phrafes, lovely metaphors. 
But will ye leave me thus/ when ye before 
Of ftews and brothels onely knew the doores. 
Then did I wafh you with my tears, and more 

Brought you to Church well dreft and clad: 
My God muft have my beft, ev'n all I had. ( ^ 

Louely enchanting language, fugar-cane, 
Hony of rofes, whither wilt thou flic f 
Hath fome fond lover tic'd thee to thy bane ? 
And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a ftie ? 

Fie, thou wilt foil thy broider'd coat. 
And hurt thy felf,and him that fings the note. ^— *^ 

Let fooliih lovers, if they will love dung. 
With canvas, not with arras clothe their fliamc : 
Let foUie fpeak in her own native tongue. 
True beautie dwells on high : ours is a flame 

But borrow*d thence to light us thither. 
Beautie and beauteous words fhould go together. ^ *^ 

Yet if you go , I pafle not; take your way: 
Eor^ Tbou artftillmy God, is all that ye 
Perhaps with more embellifhment can fay, 
Go birds of fpring: let winter have his fee. 

Let a bleak palenefl!e chalk the doore. 
So all within be livelier then before. ^ ^^ 

H2 The 
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^ The Rofe. 

PRefle me not to take more pleafure 
In this world of fugred lies. 
And to ufe a larger meafurc 

Then my ftri6l, yet welcome fize. 

Firft, there is no pleafure here: 

Coloured griefs indeed there arc, 
Blufhing woes, that look as cleare 

As if they could beautie fpare. 

Or if fuch deceits there be, 

Such delights I meant to fay; 

There are no fuch things to me. 

Who have pafs'd my right away. 

But I will not much oppofe 

Unto what you now advife: 

Onely take this gentle rofe. 

And therein my anfwer lies. 

What is fairer then a rofe ? 

What is fweeter? yet it purgeth. 
Purgings enmitie difclofe, 

Enmitie forbearance urgeth. 

If then all that worldlings prize 

Be contra6led to a rofe; 
Sweetly there indeed it lies. 

But it biteth in the clofe. 

So this flower doth judge and fentence 
Worldly joyes to be a fcourge: 

For they all produce repentance. 
And repentance is a purge. 



But 
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But I health, not phyfick choofe: 

Oncly though I you oppofe. 
Say that fairly I refufe. 

For my anfwer is a rofe. 



^ Difcipline. 

THrow away thy rod. 
Throw away thy wrath : 

my God, 
Take the gentle path. 

For my hearts defire 
Unto thine is bent: 

1 afpire. 
To a full confent. 

Not a word or look 
I alFeft to own , 

But by book. 
And thy book alone. 

Though I fail, I weep: 

Though I halt in pace, i 

Yet I creep 
To the throne of grace. 

Then let wrath remove; 
Love will do the deed : 

For with love 
Stonie hearts will bleed. 

Love is fwift of foot ; 
Love's a man of warre. 

And can fhoot. 
And can hit from farre. 

H 3 Who 
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Who can fcape his bow? 
That which wrought on thee« 

Brought thee low. 
Needs muft work on me. 

Throw away thy rod; 
Though man frailties hath. 

Thou art God: 
Throw away thy wrath. 



^ The Invitation. 

COme ye hither all, whofe tafte 
Isyour wafte; 
Save your coft, and mend your fare. 
God is here prepar'd and dreft. 

And the feaft, 
God, in whom all dainties are. 

Come ye hither all, whom wine 

Doth define. 

Naming you not to your good: 

Weep what ye have drunk amifle. 

And drink this. 

Which before ye drink is bloud. 

Come ye hither all, whom pain 

Doth arraigne. 

Bringing all your finnes to fight : 

Tafte and fear not: God is here 

In this cheer. 

And on iinne doth cafl the fright. 

Come ye hither all, whom joy 

Doth deftroy. 

While ye graze without your bounds: 

Here is joy that drowneth quite 

Your delight. 

As a floud the lower grounds. 
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Come ye hither all^ whofe love 

Is your dove. 
And exalts you to the skie: 
Here is love^ which having breath 

Ev'n in deaths 
After death can never die. 

Lord I have invited all^ 

And I ihall 
Still invite, ftill call - to thee : 
For it feems but juft and right 

In my iight. 
Where is all, there all fhould be. 



^ The Banquet. 

WElcome fweet and facred cheer. 
Welcome deare; 
With me, in me, live and dwell: 
For thy neatneflc paffeth fight. 

Thy delight 
Paffeth tongue to taftc or tell. 

O what fweetneffc from the bowl 

Fills my foul. 
Such as is , and makes divine! 
Is fome ftarre (fled from the fphere) 

Melted there,"] 
As we fugar melt in wine ? 

Or hath fweetneffe in the bread 

Made a head 
To fubdue the fmell of finne ; 
Flowers,and gummes,and powders giving' 

All their living. 
Left the enemie fhould winne ? 

H 4 Doubt 
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DoubtlefTe, neither flarre nor flower 

• Hath the power 
Such a fweetnefTe to impart : 
Onely God, who gives perfumes, 

Fleih afTumes , 
And with it perfumes my heart. 

But as Pomanders and wood 

Still are good. 

Yet being bruis'd are better fen ted: 

God, to fhow how farre his love 

Could improve. 

Here, as broken, is prefented. 

When I had forgot my birth. 

And on earth 

In delights of earth was drown'd ; 

God took bloud, and needs would be 

Spilt with me. 

And fo found me on the ground. 

Having rais'd me to look up. 

In a cup 
Sweetly he doth meet my tafte. 
But I ftill being low and fliort, 

Farre from court. 
Wine becomes a wing at laft. 

For with it alone I flie. 

To the skie : 
Where I wipe mine eyes,and fee 
What I feek, for what I fue ; 

Him I view. 
Who hath done fo much for me. 



Let 
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.et the winder of this pitie t 

Be my dittie, 

.nd take up my lines and life : 

learken under pain of deaths 

Hands and breath; 

trive in this^ and love the flrife. 



^ The Pofie. 

X^Et wits conteft, 
nd with their words and pofies windows fill: 

LeJIe then the leafl 
»/ all thy merciesy is my pofie ftill. 

This on my ring, 
'his by my pidlure, in my book I write : 

Whether I fing, 
►r fay, or didlate, this is my delight. 

Invention reft, 
V omparifons go play, wit ufe thy will : 

Lejfe then the leaft 
f all Gods mercies, is my pofie ftill. 



f A Parodie. 

^ Ouls joy, when thou art gone, 
J And I alone. 

Which cannot be, 
ecaufe thou doft abide with me. 

And I depend on thee ; 

• 

et when thou doft fupprefiie 

The cheerfulncflTe 
Of thy abode, 
ndinmy powers not ftirre abroad. 
But leave me to my load: 
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O what a damp and ihade 
Doth me invade! 
No ftormie night 
Can foafflia or fo affright, 
As thycclipfcd light. 

Ah Lord! do not withdraw ^ 
» Left want of aw 

Make Sinne appeare; 
And when thou doft but fhine lefTe cleare. 
Say, that thou art not here. 

And then what life I have. 

While Sinne doth rave. 
And falfly boaft. 
That I may feek, but fhou art loft ; 

Xl^ou and alone thou know'ft. 

O what a deadly cold 

Doth me infold! 

I half beleeve. 
That Sinne fays true: but while I grieve 
Thou com'ft and doft relieve. 



/ 



f The Elixer. 

TEach me, my Qod and King, 
In all things thee to fee> 
And what I do in any thing. 
To do it as for thee: 

Not rudely,as a beaft. 
To runne into an adion; 
But ftill to make thee prepoffeft. 
And give it his perfeftion. 



Ar 
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A man that looks on glafTe^ 
On it may day his eye ; 
Or if he pleafeth^ through it pafTe^ 
And then the heav'n efpie^ 

All may of thee partake: 
Nothing can be fo mean. 
Which with his tincture (for thy fake) 
Will not grow bright and clean. 

A fenrant with this claufe 
Makes drudgerie divine: 
Who fweeps a room, as for thy laws. 
Makes that and th' a£lion fine. 

This is the famous ftone 
That turneth all to gold: 
For that which God doth touch and own 
Cannot for lefle be told. 



f A Wreath. 

A Wreathed garland of deferved praife. 
Of praife deferved, unto thee I give, 
I give to thee, who knowefl all my wayes. 
My crooked winding wayes,wherein I live. 
Wherein I die, not live: for life is fbaight. 
Straight as a line, and ever tends to thee. 
To thee, who art more farre above deceit. 
Then deceit feems above fimplicitie. 
Give me fimplicitie, that I may live. 
So live and like, that I may know thy wayes. 
Know them and pradlife them: then fhall I give 
For this poore wreath,give thee a crown of praife. 

f Death, 
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f Death. 

\ 

DEathythou waft once an uncouth hideous things i 
Nothing but bones^ 
The fad effeft of fadder grones: 
Thy mouth was open^but thou couldfl not fing. 

For we confider'd thee as at fome fix 

Ortcnyeares hence. 
After the lofTe of life and fenfe, 
Fleih being turn'd to duft^and bones to flicks. 

We lookt on this fide of thee,fhooting fhort; 

Where we did finde 
The ihells of fledge fouls left behinde. 
Dry dufl, which fheds no tears, but may extort. 

But fince our Saviours death did put fome bloud 

Into thy face ; 
Thou art grown fair and full of grace. 
Much in requefl, much fought for,a8 a good. 

For we do now behold thee gay and glad. 

As at dooms-day; 
When fouls fhall wear their new aray, 
And all thy bones with beautie fhall be clad. 

Therefore we can go die as fleep, and trufl 

Half that we have 
Unto an honefl faithfull grave; 
Making our pillows either down, or dufl. 

f Dooms- 
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f Dooms-day. 



v^Ome away. 

Make no delay. 
Summon all the duft to rife. 
Till it ftirre, and rubbe the eyes ; 
While this member jogs the other. 
Each one whifpring. Live you brother? 

Come away. 
Make this the day. 
Duft , alas, no mufick feels. 
But thy trumpet: then it kneels, 
As peculiar notes and flrains 
Cure Tarantulaes raging pains. 

Come away, 
O make no (lay! 
Let the graves make their confeifion, 
Left at length they plead pofleffion : 
Fleihes ftubbomnefTe may have 
Read that lefTon to the grave. 

Come away. 
Thy flock doth ftray. 
Some to windes their bodie lend. 
And in them may drown a friend: 
Some in noifome vapours grow 
To a plague and publick wo. 

Come away. 
Help our decay. 
Man is out of order hurl'd, 
Parcel'd out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken confort raife. 
And the mufick fhall be praife. 



% Judge- 
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If Judgement. 

ALmightie Judge^how (hall poore wretches brook 
Thy drcadfull look. 
Able a heart of iron to appall. 

When thou (halt call 1 

For ev*ry mans peculiar book ?• . | 

What others mean to do, I know not well; 

Yet I hearetell, ^ 

That fome will turn thee to fome leaves therein 

So void of iinne. 
That they in merit fhall excell. 

But I refolve, when thou fhalt call for mine. 

That to decline, ' 

And thruft a Teflament into thy hand : 

Let that be fcann'd. 
There thou ihalt finde my faults are thine. 



^ ^ Heaven. 

OWho will fhow me thofe delights on high? 
Echo. L 

Thou Echo, thou art mortall, all men know. 

Echo. No. 

Wert thou not born among the trees and leaves? 

Echo. Leaves, 

And are there any leaves, that dill abide ? 

Echo. Bide. 

What leaves are they? impart the matter wholly. 

Echo. Holy. 

Are holy leaves the Echo then of blifTe ? 

Echo, Tes. 

Then tell me, what is that fupreme delight ? 

Echo. Light. 

Light 
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Ught to the minde: what fhall the will enjoy ? 

Echo. Joy, 

But are there cares and buiinefTe with the pleafure? 

Echo. Lei/ure. 

Light, joy, and leifure; but ihall they perfever? 

Echo. Ever, 



^ Love. 

LOve bade me welcome: yet my foul drew back, 
Guiltie of duft and iinne. 
But quick-ey*d Love, obferving me grow flack 

From my iirft entrance in, 
Drew nearer to me,fweetly queftioning. 

If I lack*d any thing. 

A gueft, I anf\ycr*d, worthy to be here: 

Love faid, you ihall be he. 

I the unkinde, ungratefull? Ah my deare, 

I cannot look on thee. 

Love took my hand, and fmiling did reply. 

Who made the eyes but I? 

Truth Lord, but I have marr'd them: let my ihame 

Go where it doth deferve. 

And know you not, fayes Love, who bore the blame? 

My deare, then I will ferve. 

You muft fit down, fayes Love, and tafte my meat: 

So I did fit and eat. 

FINIS. 

Glorie be to God on highj and on earth 
peace ^ goodwill towards men. 



i 
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% The Church Militant. 

I Lmightie Lord,who from thy glorious 

b Secft ind ruleft all things ev*!! as one: 
AThc fmalleft ant or atome knows thy 

Known alfo to each minute of an hourc: 
Much more do Common-weals acknowledge thee. 
And wrap their policies in thy decree. 
Complying with thy counfels, doing nought 
Which doth not meet with an cternall thought. 
But above all, thy Church and Spoufe doth prove 
Not the decr ees of powcTj but band* ^lftye,_ 
Early didfl thou arife to plant this vine, 
Which might the more indeare it to be thine. 
^fipices come from the Eaft; fo did thy Spoufe, 
Trimme as the light, fweet as the laden boughs 
Of Naabs Ihadie vine, chaftc as the dove; 
Prepar'd and fitted to receive thy love. 
The courfe was weliward, that the funne might light 
As well our undetftanding as our fight. 
Where th' Ark did reft, there Abraham began 
To bring the other Ark from Canaan. 
Jl/^y^^purfu'd this: but King Soia/non 
Finilh'd and lixC the old religion. 
When it grew loofe, the Jews did hope in vain 
By nailing Chrift to fallen it again. 
But to the Gentiles he bore croflc and all. 
Rending with earthquakes the partition- wall : 
Oncly whereas the Ark in glorie Jhone, 
Now with the crofle, as with a ftaffe, alone. 
Religion, like a pilgrime, weftvrard bent. 

Knock- 
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Knocking at all doores, ever as (he went. 

Yet as the funne^ though forward be his flighty 

Liftens behinde him, and allows fome light, 

Till all depart : fo went the Church her way. 

Letting, while one foot ftept, the other ftay 

Among the eaftcrn nations for a time. 

Till both removed to the weftern clime. 

To Egypt firft fhe came, where they did prove 

Wonders of anger once, but now of love. 

The ten Commandments there did flourifh more 

Then the ten bitter plagues had done before. 

Holy Macarius and great Anthonie 

Made Pharaoh Mo/es, changing th' hiftorie. 

Gojben was darkneffe, Egypt full of lights, 

Nilus for monfters brought forth Ifraelites. 

Sueh power hath mightie Baptifme to produce 

For things mifshapen, things of higheft ufe. 

How deare to me, O God, thy counfels are ! 

Who may with thee compare f 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts 
Gave her the higheft place in all mens hearts. 
Learning was pos'd, Philofophie was.fet, 
Sophiflers taken in a fifhcrs net. 
Plato and Ariftotle were at a lofTe, 
And wheel'd about again to fpell chrift-CroJfe, 
Prayers chas'd fyllogifmes into their den. 
And Ergo was transformed into Amen, 
Though Greece took horfe as foon as Egypt did, 
And Home as both; yet Egypt fafter rid. 
And fpent her period and prefixed time 
Before the other. Greece being paft her prime. 
Religion went to Rome, fubduing thofe. 
Who, that they might fubdue, made all their foes. 
The Warrier his deere skarres no more refounds , 
But feems to yeeld Chrift hath the greater wounds. 
Wounds willingly endur'd to work his blilFe, 
Who by an ambuih loft his Paradife, * The 
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The great heart ftoops, and taketh from the^^^ i 

A fad repentance^ not the fpoils of luH: 

Q uitting his fpear, left it fhould pierce again 

Him in his members^ who for him was ilain. ^ 

The Shepherds hook grew to a fcepter here , < 

Giving new names and numbers to the yeare. 

But th' Empire dwelt in Greece^ to comfort them I 

Who were cut fliort in Alexanders ftemme. ^y 

In both of thefe ProwefTe and Arts did tame 

And tune mens hearts againft the Gofpel came. 

Which ufing, and not fearing skill in th'one^ 

Or ftrength in th' other, did eredl her throne. 

Many a rent and ftruggling th' Empire knew> 

( As dying things are wont) untill it flew 

At length to Germanie, ftill weftward bending, 

And there the Churches feftivall attending: 

That as before Empire and Arts made way, 

^For no lefle Harbingers would ferve then they) 

So they might ftill, and point us out the place 

Where firft t heChmch fhoul d raife her down-caft face . 

Strength levels grounds, ArTmakes a garden there; 

Thenihowres Religion, and makes all to bear. 

Spain in the Empire Ihar'd with Germaniey 

But England in the higher vidlorie: 

Giving the Church a crown to keep her ftate. 

And not go lefTe then fhe had done of late, 

Conftantines Britifh line meant this of old. 

And did this myfterie wrap up and fold 

Within a flieet of paper, which was rent 

From times great Chronicle , and hither fent. 

Thus both the Church and Sunne together ran 

Unto the fartheft old meridian. 

Hoto deare to me^ O God, thy counfels are ! 

Who may with tbee compare f 
Much about one and the fame time and place^ 
Both where and when the Church began her race, 

Sinne 
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Sinne did fet out of Eaftcrn Babylon, 

And traveird wcftward alfo : journeying on 

He chid the Church away, where e're he came. 

Breaking her peace,and tainting her good name. 

At firft he got to Egypt, and did fow 

Gardens of gods, which ev'ry yeare did grow, 

Frefh and fine deities. They were at great coft. 

Who for a god clearely a fallet loft. 

Ah, what a thing is man devoid of grace. 

Adoring garlick with an humble face. 

Begging his food of that which he may eat. 

Starving the while he worfhippeth his meat! 

Who makes a root his god, how low is he. 

If God and man be fever'd infinitely! 

What wretchednefTe can give him any room, 

Whofe houfe is foul, while he adores his broom/* 

None will beleeve this now, though money be 

In us the fame transplanted foolerie. 

Thus Sinne in Egypt fneaked for a while; 

His higheft was an oz or crocodile, 

And fuch poore game.Thence he to Greece doth paflc. 

And being craftier much then GoodnefTe was. 

He left behinde him garrifons of finnes 

To make good that which ev'ry day he winnes. 

Here Sinne took heart, and for a garden-bed 

Rich fhrines and oracles he purchafed: 

He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell 

As well what fhould befall, as what befell. 

Nay, he became a poet, and would ferve 

His pills of fublimate in that conferve. 

The world came both with hands and purfes full 

To this great lotterie, and all would pull. 

But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit. 

Where fome poore truths were fliuffled for a bait 

To credit him, and to difcredit thofe 

Who after him fhould braver truths difclofe. 

From 
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From Greece he went to Rome: and as before 
He was a God, now he's an Emperour. 
Nero and others lodg'd him bravely there^ 
Put him in truft to rule the Romane fphere. 
Glorie was his chief inftrument of old: 
Pleafure fucceeded ftraight, when that grew cold. 
Which foon was blown to fuch a mightie flame. 
That though our Saviour did deflroy the game, 
Difparking oracles^and all their treafure. 
Setting afHidlion to encounter pleafure ; 
Yet did a rogue with hope of carnall joy 
Cheat the moft fubtill nations. Who fo coy. 
So trimme, as Greece and Egypt? yet their hearts 
Are given over, for their curious arts. 
To fuch Mahometan ftupidities. 
As the old heathen would deem prodigies. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counfels are ! 
Who may with thee compare? 
Onely the Weft and I(pme do keep them free 
From this contagious infidelitie. 
And this is all the Rock, whereof they boaft. 
As ^ome will one day finde unto her coft. 
Sinne being not able to extirpate quite 
The Churches here, bravely refolv'd one night 
To be a Church-man too,and wear a Mitre: 
The old debauched ruffian would turn writer. 
I faw him in his ftudie, where he fate 
Bufie in controverfies fprung of late. 
A gown and pen became him wondrous well: 
His grave afpcft had more of heav'n then hell: 
Onely there was a handfome pifture \>y\ 
To which he lent a corner of his eye. 
As Sinne in Greece a Prophet was before. 
And in old l^ome a mightie Emperour ; 
So now being Prieft he plainly did profefle 
To make a jeft of Chrifts three offices: 

The 



J 
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The rather iince H;s fcatter'd jugglings were 

United now in one -both time and fphere. 

From Egypt he toc^L pettie deities^ 

From Greece oracuiar infallibilities^ 

And from old I(pMe the libertie of pleafure^ 

By free difpeniings of the Churches treafure. 

Then in memoriall of his ancient throne 

He did furname his palace^ Babylon, 

Yet that he might the better gain all nations^ 

And make that name good by their tranfmigrations; 

From all thefe places, but at divers times. 

He took fine vizards to conceal his crimes : 

From Egypt Anchorifme and retirednefle. 

Learning from Greece fioxsi old I(pme flatelinefle : 

And blending thefe he carried all mens eyes. 

While Truth fat by, counting his vidories: 

Whereby he grew apace and fcorn*d to ufe 

Such force as once did captivate the Jews ; 

But did bewitch, and finely work each nation 

Into a voluntarie tranfmigration. 

All poile to Ilome: Princes fubmit their necks 

Either t' his publick foot or private tricks. 

It did not fit his gravitie to llirre. 

Nor his long journey , nor his gout and furre. 

Therefore he fent out able minifters, 

Statefmen within, without doores cloiflerers: 

Who without fpear, or fword, or other drumme 

Then what was in their tongue, did overcome ; 

And having conquered, did fo ftrangely rule. 

That the whole world did feem but the Popes mule. 

As new and old I{oMe did one Empire twill; 

So both together are one An^chrift, 

Yet with two faces,a8 their Janus was; 

Being in this their old crackt looking-glaiTe. 

Hofo deare to mefi God, thy counjeh are\ 

Who may toith thee compare ? 

Thus 
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Thus Sinne triumphs in Weftem $abylon'y 
Yet not as Sinne, but as Religion. 
Of his two thrones he made the ?atter beft. 
And to defray his journey from tl^.e eafl. 
Old and new Babylon are to hell and night. 
As is the moon and funne to heaven and light. 
When th' one did fet, the other did take place. 
Confronting equally the law and grace. 
They are hells land-marks, Satans double creft: 
They are Sinnes nipples, feeding th' eaft and weft 
But as in vice the copie flill exceeds 
The pattern, but not fo in vertuous deeds; 
So though Sinne made his latter feat the better. 
The latter Church is to the firfl a debtcr. 
The fecond Temple could not reach the firft: 
And the late reformation never duril 
Compare with ancient times and purer yeares; 
But in the Jews and us deferveth tears. 
Nay, it fhall ev*ry yeare decreafe and fade; 
Till fuch a darkneffe do the world invade . 
At Chrifls lail coming, as his firft did finde : 
Yet mufl there fuch proportions be aflign'd 
To thefe diminifhings, as is between 
The fpacious world and ^urie to be feen. 
Religion flands on tip-toe in our land, 
Readie to paiTe to the American flrand. 
When height of malice, and prodigious lulls. 
Impudent finning, witchcrafts, and difbufts 
( The marks of future bane ) fhall fill our cup 
Unto the brimme, and make our meafure up; 
When Sein fhall fwallow Tiber ^ and the Thames 
By letting in them both, pollutes her ilreams : 
When It die of us fhall have her will, 
And all her calender of finnes fulfill; 
Whereby one may fortell, what finnes next yeare 
Shall both in France and £»^/^W domineer: 

Then 
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Then fhall Religion to America flee : " 
They have their times of Gofpel,* ev*n as we. 
My God, thou doft prepare for them a way 
By carrying firft their gold from them away: 
For gold and grace did never yet agree : 
Religion alwaies fide? with pnvartie. r'*' 
Wc thfiik we rob them, but we think amifle: 
We are more poore, and they more rich by this. 
Thou wilt revenge their quarrell, making grace 
To pay our debts, and leave our ancient place 
To go to them, while that which now their nation 
But lends to us, fhall be our defolation. 
Yet as the Church fhall thither wefhvard flie. 
So Sinne fhall trace and dog her inflantly : 
They have their period alfo and fet times 
Both for their vertuous actions and their crimes. 
And where of old the Empire and the Arts 
Ufher'd the Gofpel ever in mens hearts, 
Spain hath done one; when Arts perform the other, 
. The Church fhall come,&Sinne theChurch ihall fmo- 
' That when they haue accomplifhed the round, (ther : 
And met in th' eafl their firfl and ancient found. 
Judgement maymeet them bo th&fearch them round 
Thus do both lights, as well in Church as Sunne, 
Light one another, and together runne. 
Thus alfo Sinne and DarkneiTe follow flill 
The Church and Sunne with all their power and skill. 
But as the Sunne ftiU goes both weil and eafl; 
So alfo did the Church by going weil 
Still ealhvard go;becaufe it drew more neare 
' To time and place, where judgement fhall appeare. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counfels are ! 

Who may with thee compare ? 



il UEnvoy. 
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Kl^gofi^orie, King of peace. 
With the one make warrc to ceafe; 
With the other blefle thy fheep. 
Thee to love-in thee to fleep. 
Let not Sinne devoure thy fold, 
Bragging that thy bloud is cold. 
That thy death is alfo dead. 
While his conqueils dayly fpread; 
That thy fleih hath loft his food. 
And thy CrofTe is common wood. 
Choke him, let him fay no more, , 
But referve his breath in ftore. 
Till thy conquefb and his fall 
Make his iighs to ufe it all. 
And then bargain with the winde 
To difcharge what is behinde. 



BUjfedbe Godahne^ 
thrice blejffcd^hree in One. 
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